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Purpose of Trangvestia 


The customs and attitudes of our society while recog- 
nizing and allowing great freedom to the female in the 
expression of the masculine side of her personality are 
largely blind to and repressive toward the male who dis- 
covers the feminine aspect of his total self. Feminine 
expression in the male does not imply sexual deviation, 
This magazine is dedicated to the needs of the sexually 
normal individual who has discovered the existance of 
his or her "other side” and seeks to express it. 


TRANSVESTIA, therefore is published by, for, and 
about transvestites to provide them with: 


ENTERTAINMENT--EDUCATION--EXPRESSION 


by means of fiction, articles of opinion, true experiences 
etc. It's purpose is to help it's readers to promote: 


UNDERSTANDING-- ACCEPTANCE~-PEACE OF MIND 


It's policy is to limit its scope of coverage and interest 
to the field of the hetrosexuai transvestite. Without 
condemnation or judgement of any kind the fields of 
homosexuality, bondage, punishment, fetishism and 
domination are left to others to develop. 


TRANSVESTIA has, and will continue to serve asa 
means of gathering information in its chosen field and ta 
aid, by any means available, the dissemination of know~ 
ledge of the fieid to further the understanding of it by 
psychiatrists, psychologists, sociologists, lawyers, jur- 
ists and police officials. 


Loneliness, fear and self condemnation have too long 
been the lot of the transvestite. It is hoped that TRANS= 
VESTIA can, through knowledge and sharing with others, 
bring self acceptance and happiness. 


SHAKER AKERSE REESE 


“When you make the two one...and when you make the 
MALE AND THE FEMALE INTO A SINGLE ONE... then 
shall you enter the kingdom” A “saying of Jesus” from 
the "Gospel According to Thomas". 
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Early in this century a little baby was born and 
given the name of Jean. This "either or" name actu- 
ally forecast a boy and girl future for the child. By 
the end of the first year, its mother had started to 
train a mass of goiden curls into a semblance of con- 
trol. With much effort the result began to approach 
the long curls we seldom see today. Aithough this was 
in the era of skirts for small boys, the child's clothes 
leaned a little more to the fussiness of little girls. Al- 
so they stayed in use to an older age. Public opinion 
frowned on such a choice except for many of the fair 
sex who delighted in admiring the pretty, chubby girl. 
So we find Jeanne appearing with her mother at after- 
noon teas where she was either the center of attraction 
or she sat and jabbered in girlie talk to one of her lov- 
ely dolis; the latter often had clothes to match hers. 


Eventually, when school became imminent, the 
father insisted upon a change. Gradually the femme 
clothes became, at least outwardly, more convention- 
ally boyish. A Scottish background gave an excuse for 
a kilt to be worn. Mother had her way underneath by 
making lovely silk underclothes. Thus though the out- 
ward appearance was Jean, there was still Jeanne under- 
neath. This practice is still carried on to this day. 


School days brought many problems with result- 
ing changes. A natural mimic, Jean soon became part 
of that little extra group that did recitations and play 
acting for school concerts, But somehow "she" was act- 
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A MUSICAL MISS 
JUDITH 


ually more brilliant than "he". It was amazing how 
often the opportunities came for Jeanne to perform.For 
some strange reason the teachers would often need ano- 
ther girl to fill out a cast and they found that Jean 
could become Jeanne very easily. There was no doubt 
that Jean preferred to be an actress rather than an acte- 
or. 


This was the time of World War I and all school 
,children, boys and girls alike, learned to knit. Few 
boys got beyond face cloths and bandage covers, yet 
we find Jean, with the generous help of his mother, 
graduating along with many of the girls, to knitting 
SOX. 


The manly sports brought their difficulties. He 
made an honest effort to become proficient, but to no 
avail. To field a batted ball was nigh on to impossi- 
ble. The brutal battering games were also hopeless. 
However, there was excellence in such things as swim- 
ming, diving, tennis and badminton. 


A part-time job, during high school days, was ob- 
tained in a large china and silver shop. Here Jean was 
trained to be a gift packer, the only boy among a gro- 
up of girls. A distinct satisfaction was felt in publicly 
doing an acceptable job in girl's work. 


With University, came the opportunity to take 
part in the "all boy shows." This was a real step for- 
ward towards femmesrland, because it gave Jeanne trai- 
ning to become a dancer and onto the glamorous activ- 
ities of a professional impersonator. Now we find Jean- 
ne a wage earner by night, while Jean was becoming 
an engineer by day. This is the profession that he suc- 
cessfully practices today. 


After graduation, there was a periodof being a 
school teacher. He started in mathematics and scien- 
ce but ended in music and art. During the teaching 
period there were many GG's who, knowing Jean, pre- 
ferred the company of Jeanne. So we see her quite of- 
ten not only on stage in now amateur theatricals, but 
as a girl companion among girls with a hair style overly 
long, for a man, but easily converted to a fluffy “bob” 
for Jeanne. Pierced ears added to her authenticity. 
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JUDITH THE CLUBWOMAN 


With the coming of World War II, Jean went into 
the armed services as an engineer. What a sacrifice it 
was to shorten the lovely, longish, wavy hair. But it 
was done and replaced when necessary with a wig. Fore 
tunately he lived in private quarters and not in barr- 
acks. Thus Jeanne, though somewhat restricted, did 
not have to disappear completely. A goiden opportuni- 
ty came to the dual life with the purchase of a hair- 
dressing salon in a remote part of the city. A manager- 
ess who knew both Jean and Jeanne was quite happy to 
have a double boss. None of the customers ever surmi~- 
sed that one of the night operators wore an army offi- 
cer‘s uniform by day. 


Toward the end of the war, Jeanne's Alter Ego be- 
came the C ommanding Officer of his unit. His ¢rivate 
secretary, who knew of the female impersonation era, 
pressured him to participate in an amateur fashion show 
of clothes made and modelled by a girl's sewing club. 
He knew many of the girls. They decided he was a poor 
sport when he apparently turned down the offer to ap- 
pear as the comedy relief in their show. However with 
the top executive sworn to secrecy, he consented to ap- 
pear as Jeanne. The costumes modelled, believe it or 
not, were three different eras of bathing suits. But ima- 
gine our TV's concern, when on the first trip on stage, 
w ho should be seen in the front row of the audience 
but his Officers and their Wives. Fortunately there was 
no recognition. 


With the end of the war and the return to civilian 
life, as you may guess, the hair grew long again. Very 
careful hairdressing concealed its real length. Now a 
new facet is added to our picture with the acquaintance 
of a G.G. who wanted the F P to be more in evidence, 
A& our girl became more matronly looking the G Gbe- 
stowed a new name, although with the same initial. 
Thus Jeanne became Judith. This is the name used in 
the last several years. 


As time has gone on, the desire to be Judith is 
more intense than ever. There are still the theatrical 
appearances for her, but the greatest satisfaction com- 


es when she, from time to time, appears in ordinary 


day to day life and is accepted as a sedate, rather 
school marmish lady who is growing old gracefully. 
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FouR YEARS 


@ #£wWeill, we ARE a big girl now. That is, today is 
our Birthday. Today we are FOUR years old, this being 
the first issue of our fifth year. To those of you who 
have come upon TRANSVESTIA only within the last year 
or so or who have bought only scattered or recent issu- 
es of the drama of this statement will be lost on you. 
But for those loyal sisters who started at or near the 
beginning and who “grew up" (and in many cases this 
can be taken almost literally in a TV sense) along with 
the magazine it will be understood. We have come a 
long way I believe. The first two issues were put to- 
gether somewhat out of “hunger" as the saying goes. I 
had only 25 paid subscriptions and had had them for 
sometime waiting for more replies to my original let- 
ter of announcement. Finally I felt I could hold this 
money no longer without giving something for it, so we 
“went to press." It was kind of a sad little journal an 
yet I wag proud of it as it was the first real effort at a 
communication between TVs. There had been an abort- 
ive attempt four or five years before with which I had 
been associated and to which I had given the name 
TRANSVESTIA, but it was a mimographed thing, print- 
ed only on one side and on long paper. A good try but 
it didn’t make it because it was not initiated on a bus- 
iness basis. I felt that my first edition was off to a 
better if a smaller start. 


From that small beginning TVia (and Chevalier 
Publications) has grown both in size, appearance, rep- 
utation and influence. What have we done in these ye- 
ars? 


Well, primarily and most importantly, we 
have found a lot of you--we have lost some too by var- 
ious kinds of attrition. Some have rearranged their lives 
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so that TV is not an active part of it. They must not be 
considered “cured”, but as "arrested" TVs--ones in 
which the process has been slowed to a walk and emph- 
asis placed on other aspects of living. To these we Say, | 
“congratulations and good luck." The former because | 
any arrangement of life which reduces tension is high- | 
ly desirable and those who achieve it whether in this 
field or in others deserve congratulations; the latter 
because diversion and sublimation of energy are diffi- 
cult to attain in the first place and still more to main- 
tain, but we wish them the best. 


We have lost others for quite the other extreme-- 
they have been aided in the acceptance and develop- 
ment of their femmeselves to such a point that the ur- 
gency and intensity of expressinn that characterized 
their previous experience has cooled way down. In a 
number of cases it has cooled so far that the need and 
desire for correspondence, meetings, even subscribing 
to TVia have disappeared. While I am sorry to lose sub= 
scribers, and particularly the contributions in the way 
of writing that they could make to others who have not 
achieved their state of relaxation, I nevertheless am 
glad to have had a part in helping them reach this con- 
dition. It is one of the premises on which I founded 
the magazine in the first place -- the desire to help 
my readers achieve Peace of Mind. Whether this be 
accomplished by seif assessment followed by sublimat- 
tion and control or by self-acceptance followed by re- 
laxed enjoyment and participation is not vital. It is 
the end and not the means that is important. 


We have lost still others who have disagreed with 
various policies established by experience. Feeling 
that they knew better and if it wasn't done their way 
they wouldn't play, they have goneto what I hope are 
greener fields for them. 


But we have opened numerous closets and unlock- 
ed a great number of doors. The knowledge that there 
are many many more like ourselves and that they are 
otherwise useful, productive and respected citizens 


has enabled many among us to hold up their heads for 
the first time and to feel that they were not isolated 
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weirdos, perverts, complete misfits or worse. The 
dozens and dozens of letters and Christmas cards that 
you have sent me attest to this. Nothing makes me hap- 
pier and more satisfied in the midst of my own troubles 
past and present than to get a letter from some one 

of you thanking me for putting TVia together and in- 
dicating that my efforts have helped you along that 
most difficuit of roads --the one that leads to Peace of 
of Mind... 


We have accomplished another rather unconsider- 
ed but significant thing in these four years too. Think 
back four years: What was available on the newstands 
dealing with TVism? There was Cauldweli's book on 
Transvestism and his several pamphlets on the subject. 
In such publications as Bizarre, Exotique, Fantasia etc. 
buried among the articles and stories dealing with 
spanking, humiliation, bondage, fetishism and the like, 
were occasional bits that dealt with TVism tho usually 
in relation to one of the foregoing activities. Nutrix 
had a couple of pamphlets out about impersonators and 
there were the Gilbert stories. That was about it. But 


after TVia had beenin publication for about a year,it 
became evident to those who commercialize the off- 


beat interests and activities of others,that transvestism 
represented a considerable previously uncultivated aud- 
ience. If this were not so that little upstart m gazine 
TRANSVESTIA would have folded after the first few 
issues. So they jumped on the bandwagon. Today the- 
re are a number of publications on the newstands pand- 
ering to the lonely yearnings of isolated TVs who, as 
avidly now as you and I once did, seek information 

and satisfactionin anything they can find dealing with 
the subject. 


With one exception all of this material is fraud- 
ulent. I call it that because it does not really deal 
with TVs such as ourselves. The pictures are posed by 
professional impersonators who are usually homosexual, 
the stories that purport to be histories and the letters 
which are claimed to be written by TVs are obviously 
manufactured for the purpose. One publisher had the 
unmitigated gall and unbeatable candor to print on 
the back of his first issue something to the effect that 
this was “the greatest collection of transvestic letters 
ever written.” AS a compliment to himself he could 
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not have been more generous. It was rather funny that 
some of the letters in that first issue said that they 
had “read all your other books and magazines and found 
them wonderful" or some such. How appreciative can 
an audience who has as yet not read Issue #1 get in ad- 
vance? 


The field has gotten such recognition that one 
outfit in New York actually brought out a full sized 
magazine in color, just like a girlie magazine all a- 
bout cross dressers. 


It was called"Female Mimics" and was made up 
of about all the pictures that could be taken from the 
Carousel in France and many others that have appeared 
previously in publications here. Nutrix has about 20 
Impersonator books out now and there are many others 
in the same vein. But TRANSVESTIA was the original, 
the door opener and the publication that proved there 
was truly a TV audience to publish for. Unfortunately 
those who look at things only in the light of the money 
to be made did not get the message-~-That while there 
are many professional impersonators, and many homo- 
sexual queens who cross dress, there are vast numbers 
of men who are not only lovers of the feminine but 
lovers of the female too. They therefore do not cater 
to this field but they nevertheless collect considerable 
money from it because until a TV has broken the hold 
of loneliness and isolation and found his own kind 
through TRANSVESTIA he will buy almost anything that 
deals with cross dressing. 


So we broke the trail and have been followed“ 
We've been copied too--as most of you know=-photo- 
copies of TVia having been made and sold all over the 
country. But what of the future of TRANSVESTIA itse- 
if? Some are interested in a journal of opinion--one 
which deals with all manifestations of cross dressing 
as a behaviour pattern whether it be homosexual, fet- 
ishtic, masochistic or just erotic. There is probably a 
place to be made for this type of publication. After 
all, everybody is entitled to a hearing and a forum in 
which to express his views. But I started TVia for my 
own kind of people--people who were like myself whom 
I could find, communicate with and help. There are 
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those who will consider this very self-centered and 
conceited--and such charges have been made in one 
way or another--but it isn't. It's just that I've been 
along this road, I know the landmarks and the sharp 
curves, the view from the highland as well as the gloom 
from the depths. I feel capable of providing some gui- 
dance and understanding to those who are like myself 
and it is for you that I write. Others may buy and en- 
joy the ma gazine and they will certainly not be turned 
away, but the heart of the thing, the idea behind all 
the activities I have initiated remains the same. Find 
them in their loneliness, free them from their guilt, 
guide them toward self-acceptance and release them to 
enjoy a fuller awareness of the totality of being a hu- 
man. 


I am convinced that there are thousands more like 
you who read these lines who have not yet been found 
and there always will be, for the motives behind this 
behaviour pattern are far more fundamental things in 
modern culture than the “authorities” realize and they 
are gradually being found through other programs and 
researchesnot even remotely related to TVism as such. 
So my efforts will continue to be aimed exclusively at 
trying to promote the understanding of this phenomenon 
both by its participants and by professional groups and 
to try to relate our position to the findings of others 
who are also concerned with the study of gender roles 
in our society. I believe that there is something deep 
and important underlying this pattern which is far more 
Natural and reasonable than generally thought, so I 
cannot give up space to those who cry "sick,sick"; who 
consider TV a perversion or who think of us as “latent” 
homosexuals. 


In some quarters this is considered to be an arbi- 
trary attitude on my part, of thinking that I am right 
and being unwilling to listen to other points of view. 
In fact one of our long time readers, who has a decid- 
edly different point of view from mine, indicated very 
strongly in a recent letter that my unwillingness to 
devote spacg in TVia to such divergent opinions was 
a measure of the insubstantial and probably erroneous 
nature of my position since I was not willing to expose 
my readers to other points of view. I think that this 
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matter should be clarified once and for all. 


Every magazine is founded on some sort of princi- 
ple. This one is founded on the purposes outlined pre- 
vously in this article --to aid readers toward self-ac- 
ceptance and peaceof mind. This being the case I can- 
not either in conscience or good sense devote space to 
articles telling people that the only logical end to TV- 
ism is homosexuality or transéxualism. I cannot person0 
ally accept the concept proposed by some that things 
are bound to get worse before they can get better, nor 
that we are alli on a dangerous tobeggan and better get 
off before it's too late. I don't believe this but that 
isn't the reason I won't give it space. I simply desire 
to help people get rid of the loneliness, guilt and fear 
that they have wallowed in for years and come out into 
the light of self-understanding and acceptance to seek 
happiness. This being the case the cry of calamity, 
chaos and degeneration just doesn’t belong here. It 
should find its place in a magazine of opinion, one ded- 
icated to printing everything that is submitted without 
regard to its applicability to any cause or point of view 


There are those among you who would appreciate 
a magazine like that either in place of or in addition 
to TRANSVESTIA, but there are many many more who 
are, and express themselves as being, happy just to 
come out into the light and be given a chance to exam 
ine themselves and their motivations in the wholesome 
light of objective evaluation and a guilt-free reappral 
sal. This is our purpose in being and I propose to con- 
tinue along these lines, 


So, everything considered, ] think we have a very 
creditable first four years to look back on. At the 
same time, in honesty, we must admit we have hardly 
made a dent in the overriding problem of understand- 
ing and education. I have mentioned previously, my 
desire to publish a serious study of the subject by the 
Foundation, and I have solicited serious articles from 
you for this purpose. So far the response has been sma- 
11. Again I ask that those who have some serious, well 
considered thoughts on some phase of the gender--TV 
problem submit articles. 


On the 21st of January “yours truly" the Editor 
of TVia, Proprietress of Chevalier Publications and 
Maid of all work in these parts went into the hospital 
for surgery. Virginia likes to think of it as a hysterect- 
omy because the girls all say they feel so much better 
afterward, but since it was Charles, the surgeon work- 
ed on, I'm afraid all he did was a double hernia re- 
pair. While this only requires about five days in the 
hospital, it will require a number of weeks of conval- 
escence. This, like most other things in life, is a mix- 
ed blessing. On the one hand I have a chance to clear 
up the mess that this office is constantly in, will get 
some things read and edited that have been laying a- 
bout for some time waiting for me, and I'll even try 
to get off a letter or two, and perhaps get some arti- 
cles written that need doing. 


On the other hand I'm not going to be able to 
get about so easily, so the mailing will have to be done 
by others and this will occasion some delay. So please 
be patient about the whole business. I tried desparate- 
ly to get this issue in the hands of the printer before 
I wentin, but it won't be printed till sometime after 
February lst. Then since I won't be able to partake in 
the main mailing, that too will be dragged out. So, by 
the time you are reading this, you are probably all 
worked up into a sweat because it has been late, but 
how you know why. 


I have for sometime been behind, as you are 
well aware. All I can say to all of you, is please be 
patient with me, you'll get things as soon as I can man- 
age them. If you don't get an item for sometime after 
you expect it, don't be hesitant about writing to ask 
about it, but don't expect to get an answer. This isn't 
meant sarcastically, but when I get inquiries like that 
I check to see whether it was sent. If it was I figure 
the shipment and the letter crossed in the mail and 1 
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don't do anything further about it. If I find no record 
of the order or if there is something in question about 
it I'll answer. But if a couple of weeks go by after you 
asked the first time and still it doesn't come then the 
probabilities are that you are the unfortunate victim 

of what we might euphemistically call a "postal irregue- 
larity." About 2 or 3 out of every main mailing never 
gets there. Since this always makes the reader unhappy 
I take a lot of pains to be sure in my records so that 

I can be satisfied that it is not my fault. If there is 
any doubt in my mind I reship without cost, but if f 
can be sure that the trouble arose after I put the ship- 
ment in the mail box then I have a standing offer to 
split the cost between us and reship on receipt of half 
the original price. There have been those that consid- 
ered this to be a racket on my part, but there have al- 
so been those who upon looking into the matter found 
that somebody had been tampering with their mail, mis- 
delivering it, etc. 


I had hoped to make some changes in the format 
of TVia with this issue, but the hurry of trying to get 
it out before my hospitalization made this impossible. 
However, you can look forward to a little livening up 
during the year. 


In the last issue I gave everyone an opportunity 
to make pointed suggestions as to what they thought 
could be improved about the magazine. Judging by the 
skimpy response TVia must be just about perfect, or el- 
se everyone is afraid to let fly, because I got very few 
suggestions or criticisms. Most of what I have gotten 
has been in the form of suggestions that J] cannot per- 
sonally carry out. Thus, several of the girls would like 
to see Fashion, a medical review section, makeup in- 
struction etc. I agree these would all be valuable, but 
1 cannot write them as well as edit all of Chevalier 
Pub's output. I hope there are those among the reader- 
ship that will make their ability available for the good 
of all by undertaking to do some of these things. 
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—@® it was a bright and beautiful summer in Fairsdale. 
It was even more so because it seemed that I now had 
a girlfriend whom I was sure was the "real thing”. 
Although I had recently turned 18 years old, I had 
never been successful in dating girls, despite the fact 
that all seemed to like me. 


My friendship with girls had been more as though 
I were a brother or, more accurately, a sister to them. 
They would discuss their dates with me, the clothes 
they had bought, their sewing ideas. I must say that 
I enjoyed thts 


I had been raised in a family of girls and it seem- 
ed only natural to talk of girls interests. Then too, I 
was considered somewhat of a delicate child and truly 
had been given the tender treatment of all my family 
that one would normally expect to be given to my sis- 
ters. 


Often I had tried to date girls, but it was always: 
"Oh, no, Merrill, it would be more fun to just be 
friends with you"; "Me, Merrill? Oh, you don't want 
to go out with me." They always acted as though 
their sister had just asked them to go out on a date. 


But Debbie had just recently moved to Fairsdale. 
She was 20 years old and I thought just about the most 
beautiful girl I had ever seen. She was blonde and her 
gorgeous flowing hair swept down about her neck in 
the most recent feminine styling. Her figure was 
hour-glass in appearance; I was not sure whether it had 
been assisted by corset training or not. She had love- 
ly long legs and her clothes were exquisite. While 
casually she often dressed in jeans and sweatshirt, her 
dress-up attire was by contrast strikingly lovely. 
Satins, taffetas, frilly petticoats--I am frank to say 
they made me envious. 


Debbie lived by herself in a real cute apartment 
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on sixth street. While she had only been here a short 
time, she nevertheless had acquired a number of girl- 
friends and Debbie's apartment seemed to be the gather- 
ing place for lots of "girl-talk" sessions. She had 

even formed a girls' secret society to which 20 of the 
darlingest girls of Fairsdale now belonged. 


I had taken her out several times and each time 
became more and more fascinated by this lovely girl. 
tler face, figure and personality were certainly to my 
liking, but her clothes, too, held my attention. I 
thought we made a good couple too, although others 
thought she was a bit tall for me. Actually we were 
the same height-5'4"-but with her 3" heels she did 
appear to dominate me. 


Our builds were apparently close, too, in size. I 
shall never forget the time I was at her house for the 
evening and had forgotten my raincoat. Debbie insis- 
ted that I wear hers home, assuring me that no one 
would ever notice since her coat would fit me perfect- 
ly. And it did too. But 1 kept to the dark side of the 
street as her coat was a light pink-a shade not worn 
by the boys of Fairsdale! 


An event, which I now look upon as a turning point 
in my life, took place on a bright Saturday in August, 
Debbie had suggested we go on a picnic by Silver 
River, a lovely river that flowed along the outer edge 
of Fairsdale. She said to bring a bathing suit and that 
she would prepare a picnic lunch. She added that it 
would be fun if I'd bring a football along for some 
afternoon recreation. 


The idea of a football gave me some concern, 
since I was no football player. In fact, I didn't own 
a football and had only played it of necessity in gym 
classes. I would hardly class myself as an All-Amer- 
ican--unless there are All-American substitutes, bench 
Warmers and scorekecepers. Actually, I had never liked 
the game and particularly the roughness of it. 


But if Debbie wanted to play catch there was only 
one thing to do--buy a football. And so I invested in 
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purchase. I thought "Golly, what if she doesn't like 
my ability; she might not go out with me again,” etc. 
Still it didn't seem possible that a girl could play any 
better than even me, Anyway it was too late to do 
anything about it. The clerk had given me the change 
and my ball. So off I went. 


Debbie came by for me at 1 o'clock=-I had no car- 
and off we went to the river. We found a beautiful 
and secluded spot 3 or 4 miles out of town. 


At Debbie's suggestion we decided to go swimming 
before eating lunch. I went over behind some trees 
and slipped into my suit. Debbie dressed out of sight 
behind her car. 


As I returned to the car, I opened the door and 
put my things on the back seat. In doing so, I knock- 
ed Debbie's dress off the hanger, which in turn caused 
her panties, bra and slip to also drop to the floor. 
Debbie turned around and saw me just as [ knocked the 
iclothes off. I had not seen her angry before but she 
was now! 


She came running back and said, “What ARE you 
'doing, Merrill? You've knocked my freshly ironed 

| dress on to the ground, And look at the dirt on it. 
~Not only that but you've thrown my panties and things 
' on the ground.” 


I couldn't speak. 


Debbie continued, “Is it that you want to see what 
my panties look like? Well, now you know don't you!” 
I reddened more at every word. "Oh, don't appear so 
innocent." She paused and then said, "Now pick them 
up and hang them up properly. ...I ought to make 
you wash and iron them.” With that she walked away 


down to the river's edge. 


I had no choice but to pick them up. And I began 
to shake as I picked up her pink satin panties with 
full lace trim and her bra of matching material. I 
slipped them onto the hanger and then reached for her 
slip. It was of pink nylon satin and was also lavishly 
trimmed in lace. I quickly glanced at Debbie. As 
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she was facing away, I quickly held the slip to myself 
and was in ecstacy in doing so. 


Then I picked up the pink polished cotton dress. 
The skirt was slightly full but had its, own built-in 
taffeta petticoat. It swished as I slipped it onto the 
hanger. With a sigh I put Debbie's clothes back into 
her car. 


| 
Debbie had now turned my way as I approached her 
My face reflected my humbleness and she laughed and 
said, "Oh, come on over here and we'll forget the 
whole thing." As fast as she had turned on her anger, 
she had also lost it. 


As I approached close to her, I was shaken by an- 
other incident. Debbie's eyes seemed to light up as I } 
was about 10 feet from her. With a smile on her face, 
she said, "Merrill, walk back toward the car several 
feet and then come back toward me.” I was puzzled 
but turned around and started back. 


I moved too fast for her and she asked me to slow 
down. After walking a ways, I was about to turn 
around when she said, “keep walking slowly. Put your 
left hand on your left hip with the fingers down; and 
put your right hand down, away from the body, palm 
in and fingers extended out.” 


This seemed simple enough and I followed instruc- 
tions to the letter--I now know, too well! 


Debbie called out to change position of my hands 
and turn around and come toward her. I did and when 
within 15 feet, Debbie put her head back and roared 
with laughter. I reddened again, since I knew that 
the laughter was at me-not with me. 


I came to her and stood there with hands still in 
the requested pose. Debbie finally got control of her-§j 
self and said, "“Realiy, darling, you have a lovely 
figure. And you should go into modeling.” 


I was shocked. I had always been conscious of 


the fact that my hips were larger and my waist small- 
er than most boys. And I knew too that my shoulders 
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were not at all broad. In fact, they were more girl- 
ish appearing than some girls’. I also had become 
aware that my breasts weré, while not by any means 
the size of a girl’s, still loose and slightly extended. 


Still, it had never occurred to me that Debbie- 
surely not Debbie-would ever notice or care about such 
things. She had always been so seemingly otherwise 
attracted to me. But here she was actually being sar- 
castic. 


I awakened to hear her say, “Merrill, I had never 
really appreciated how much you look like a girl. 
Some of the girls have mentioned itto me, but I hadn't 
paid much attention with your male clothing on and 
hiding your figure." 


I managed to stumble out, "Golly, Debbie, I-I-.." 
It was lost to Debbie's further comments, “Really, 
Honey, I think your measurements would even be better 
than mine, and I'm rather proud of my 36-22-36." 
She iaughed as she said, "And you could use a bra for 
those, " pointing to my breasts. 


I blurted out the best I could, “Heck, Debbie. I! 
can't help it." And she sympathetically, but » iis 
hidden sarcasm said, "Of course you can't, doll; neith- 
er can I help my figure.” With that she said, "Come 
on, lets us girls race out across the river to the other 
side," 


I stood there a moment, reflecting on her remarks. 
Debbie was already at the water's edge and called to 
me to hurry up. “I'll even give you a head start, ” 
she said. With this encouragement, I hurried down, 
anticipating showing her up in this test of swimming 
strength. 


As I went past her, something made me stick my 
hands out and push Debbie off balance and on her 
back into the river. I set off across the water, self- 
satisfied that I would have such a lead. But I heard 
Debbie come up from her submerged awkward position, 
fighting mad and yelling, “Wait till I catch you, 
young lady!" 
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These words seemed to put a drag on me. As in- 
tending as my mind was to beat her, my physical stren- 
gth was lacking. When I was about 2/3 of the way 
across and slowing down more by the second, I could 
hear Debbie but a stride or two behind. Female that 
she was, it was nevertheless evident that she possessed 
a superior physical strength. 


jt wasn't more than a few feet more and she was up 
to me. But instead of passing me, she lunged upon me 
and pushed my whole frame under the water, holding 
me there until I thought I would burst. 


Then she brought ine up and demanded, "Tell me 
you're sorry and that you'll never do that again." I 
hesitated and back I went under the water. When I 
came up, I broke all records complying with her de- 
Inands. 


But this was nol enough. She added to my humilia- 
tion, by Wisisting that Lyesay,e sh maaynanmgehty gin.) «1 
did so quickly but sadly. She then threw me backwards J 
and went on her way to the shore, proclaimed herself 
the winner, and swam back to the point of beginning. | 


I waited on the other side for quite awhile, reflect- 
ington all that had happened in such ya short, time... I 
could see beautiful Debbie across the river, preparing . 
lunch, as though nothing had happened. 


I was filied with mixed emotions. I had wanted 
so to make a hit with Debbie, showing off what skills 
l might have, acting the boastful male. I was failing 
tiiscrably in this and yet, I was experiencing an unus- 
ual but truly glorious feeling. I was being dominated q 
hy Debbie and I liked it-I really liked it! But did she 
like me this way? I decided that she must not and that 
[L must do all I could to regain stature in her eyes. 


Back I went to the other side, slower and indeed 
wiser. Debbic was there and really quite nice to me, 
siniling with that gorgeous smile of hers. I started to 
apologize and she said, "Oh forget it, Merrill; Let's i 
eat, 


IT was delighted. Perhaps she had forgotten all of 
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the past few minutes. Perhaps.... 


We talked for quite awhile and of many things. 
My conversation was directed toward school activities 
and job prospects for the coming fall. I had just grad- 
uated from high school and had failed to look for work 
as yet. (My two sisters and my mother all worked and 
were supporting me very nicely. My father had pass- 
ed away when I was only a very small child.) 


Debbie seemed to want to talk of her interests. 
Her new fall dresses she had bought..What did I think 
of them...Did I like the new fashions...Her secret 
society or sorority of girls...How much fun they had 
at their meetings and social events...She wishes that 
I were a member...How much fun that would be... 


I listened to all of this and accepted it without 
too much embarrassment... But when she started talking 
of her new cute yellow bikini panties with lace trim 
and floral design, my face began to burn up. I quick- 
ly suggested we throw the football around. Anything 
was better than continuing this kind of talk when my 
emotions were so evident. 


She seemed delighted to throw the football. As I 
went to get it from the car, she remarked how she had 
she been a boy, would have loved to have been a quar- 
terback. She said, "You know, it's really too bad 
that people can't play the role that fits them best. 
Don't you think so, Merrill?" [ buried my head in the 
car in search for the ball, not answering. Her remark 
seemed to be meant for me, not really for Debbie her- 
self. 


I found the ball and Debbie grabbed it from me, 
running down the open field area by the river 15 or 20 
yards, She stopped and said, “Now over to your right 
and I'll throw you a pass." I was no expert runner 
(or expert anything, for that matter) but ran in awk- 
ward style to my right. Debbie cocked her arm back 
and threw a spiral to me that would have been the envy 
of any college quarterback. It floated to me and was 
accurate and true. 


I dropped it! 
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The ball had bounced crazily along the ground 
and UT folilowed. iuistt ‘aise cirazd ity amalfives dite peel) pielkied gilt 
up and saw Debbie about 20 yards away. Gripping the 
ball as carefully as I could (my hands were small and 
I've been told, sarcastically, “dainty"), I threw the 
ball toward Debbie. 


“Toward” is the best that one could say for it. 
Wobbling miserably and slightly away from Debbie, the 
ball fell 5 yards short of the target. 


Debbie picked up the ball and held it for an in- 
stant. She then put her hands on her hips and said, 
“Can't you throw any better than that?..My gosh, you 
throw like a girl!” Wer voice indicated that such an 
indictment was just about the worst thing possible. 


I laughed embarrassingly and said, “Oh sure, the 
ball just slipped.” I was only condemning myself to 
worse things. “Throw it to me,” I called. 


Debbie did and again the ball practically knocked 
ine off my feet, and again it fell to the ground. 
Ouickly I went after it and in doing so managed to 
fall over my own feet, falling flat on my face. Deb- 
bie called out, "Nice tackle” and turned away. I1 
stumbled to my feet and retrieved the ball. 


Debbie was now about 15 yards away and she in- 
structed me to throw to her as she moved to her right. 
She started off and I pulled my arm straight back. I 
thrust my arm forward and, in doing so, brushed my 
head with my arm. The ball again went sickly for- 
ward, awkwardly and far off the target. 


Debbie assured me, “Honestly Merrill, 75% of the 
wirls im my sorority can throw better than that. And 
the other 25% throw just as well as yout" She paused 
and, as if to extend another chance, asked if I could 
kiek.  T,quicivb ssaid Yicouwlds  ~Whatelse could Iysay? 
Bul proving it was another thing. 


She came over and handed me the ball. She 
laughed that she didn’t want to see me tackle myself 
aVetlelalt. 


S * As 
LATE AS US "GENETIC GIRLS" 
UNLESS YOU BRING A RAZOR! 
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She raced down the field about 30 yards. I wanted 
to tell her to come in closer. I held the ball out and 
lifted my foot toward it. The ball slithered off to the 
left. As I hurriedly rushed over and picked it up, 
Debbie registered her disgust by resting her face over 
her upraised hand and arm, supported by the other hand 
and arm. 


The second try was better but this time my leg 
went so high and my timing was so bad that the ball 
went straight up in the air. Again I raced for the ball 
but Debbie came toward me and said, “Oh forget it, 
that last kick convinced me you belong in a girl’ chorus | 
line-not on a football field!" Debbie was giving up 
on me. I had failed again in an effort to convince 
her of my "manly superiority" over her. 


I stood there tragically as Debbie came over and 
sat down on the grass in front of me. She said to sit 
down too, I did. We sat there long moments before 
anyone spoke. I was conscious of Debbie looking me 
over as though to say, “What do you do with a person 
like this” or "How could I have been so mistaken about 
him, I could not look at her, keeping my eyes either 
to the ground or off to the side, 


Finally she spoke. “You know Merrill, it's really 
a shame you aren't a girl. You have the figure and 
features of a girl. Rounded, soft, dainty and femin- 
ine! And your physical ability is definitely girlish. 
Why, Il'm better at athletics than you and yet I have 
never known a boy-other than you-that could not best 
me in all sports." My eyes were turned further away 
as I did the only thing I knew to avoid the embarrass- 
ment of the truth of what she said. °* 


She reached up and gently pulled my face around 
go that my eyes had to look toward hers. She smiled, 
“tlonestly, darling, you must admit that you did enjoy 
the feel of my clothes when you rehung them for me, 
Didn't your” I could do nothing but murmer an uncon- 
vineing "N-en-no.” She smiled a knowing look. 


We sat there a few moments longer and 1 could 


PemMatuIeLC meni) meas: Millom wlivad) Yait GWiorlk.. eAut llasit isinte 
enthusiastically said, "Merrill, I've an idea. Why 


don't we have a wrestling contest?" My heart sunk. 
"I will give you an opportunity to restore yourself as 
amanin my eyes. Surely you can beat a little girl 
‘at wrestling!" She was not convincing. 


She continued almost anticipatingly, "Of course, 
if you should lose----you would suffer the consequence 
I was about to ask what the consequences would be, 
when she hastily added, "Of course, you needn't worry 
about that. How could a weak little girl possibly beat 
a real man at wrestling?" She quickly challenged, 
"How about it?" 


I stammered out that I didn't think I should wrestie 
a girl and possibly injure her. She laughed and said 
that I should let her worry about that. I tried an equal- 
ly bad excuse in urging that perhaps we should get on 
home-that it was getting late. She responded by ask- 
ing the telling question, “What's the matter? Are you 
afraid of losing to a girl?" f had no further choice. 


Debbie set the rules: No holds barred. The win- 
ner would be the first one to make the other say "I, am 
a submissive, feminine young lady.” There would be 
no time limit. 


I thought "Oh, no!" But that was all that I had 
time to think, for she was moving over to position and 
having me do the same. Momentarily, she declared 
the match was underway. 


I stood there but not Debbie. She raced forward 
and tackled me as though she were a professional foot- 
ball player. I went reeling backward and solidly to 
the ground. She was then on top of me like a tiger, 
Maneuvering to pin me to the ground. 


Fortunately I twisted sufficiently to upset her over 
on the grass. This only seemed to increase her efforts. 
She now pulled me over and locked her legs about my 
body and started squeezing. It hurt and I reacted 
foolishly to it. I started to pull her hair. She taunt- 
ed me that I was wrestling just like a girl. Then she 
called me names such as "sissy", “pansy”, “panty- 
waist", "little girl”. At last I let @o of her hair. 
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This was enough to let Debbie grab one arm and 
quickly twist it behind my back. She moved it quick- 
ly upward and it began to throb in pain. I cried out, 
"Don't, it hurts!" She answered back that I knew what 
to say to stop it. I could not bring myself to do it. 


The pain was increased however and, with real 
tears falling, I said, “I am a submissive, feminine 
young lady." Debbie demanded that I say it as though 


I meant it. I was forced to repeat it and,with the pain 


in my arm and body, I must say that I was most con- 
vincing. 


Debbie let loose of me and she had a smile of 
superiority, such as I have never seen. I fell back- 
ward onto my back on the grass. The tears were fall- 
ing and Debbie did not help when she commented that 
the crying was typical of a subservient young lady. 


We looked at each other for a minute or so. Deb- 
bie then spoke. “I can't tell you how disappointed I 
have been in your lack of manliness. I really thought 
I was going with someone I could really care for. 
But now I see that the girls are right about you. You 
are more girl than boy!” I felt sick as she pounded 
home her points. 


"Well, I've made a mistake; so you're through as 
a boyfriend to me....But that does not mean that you 
should not be a friend, because I still like you.... 
But now, as a girlfriend. You've lost the wrestling 
match, so now you must accept the consequences. 
And I'm not going to take any nonsense from you eith- 
er, do you understand?” Her words were menacing and 
I managed a shake of the head. 


Debbie continued. “For one thing, as far as I’m 
concerned, you're no longer "Merrill", but I shall 
hereafter call you, more appropriately, “Marilyn”. 
Do you like that? 


I started to shake my head and say “no", when 
she brought her hand across my face, not heavily but 
enough to hurt. I quickly said, "Yes. Yes,Don't hit 
mew 
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The future for me was further related, “We're 
going home now and I think it appropriate that you 
dress the part. I'm going to wear my bathing suit. 

You can wear my other clothes. Now let's go." She 
quickly rose and I lay there stunned. But in a moment 
I was on my feet as she brought her hand back as though 
to strike. 


She was enthusiastic as she talked on our return to 
the car. “Actually”, she said, “you're going to love 
this”. 1 feared she was right. I had mixed reactions 
as I tagged along, reluctant appearing, behind this 
suddenly dominant Debbie. I was shaking ali over in- 
side with excitement and anticipation; and yet, it 
was a feeling of actually joyous emotion. I was heing 
led into a feminine state of being--something that my 
masculine side (little that there was) told me to re- 
ject, but that my obviously feminine part was singing 
out with songs of victory. 


I could now see the lovely pink polished cotton 
dress hanging there in Debbie's car. I couldn't see 
them but I knew what was neatly hanging with it. 
Debbie took my hand the last several yards and said, 
"Come on, Marilyn, darling, it's time to get dressed.” 
Her pace quickened till she reached the car, 


Debbie reached in and lifted the clothes out of 
the car. She slipped the dress off the hanger, reveal- 
ing the slip, bra and panties. Taking the pink satin 
panties, she handed them to me, saying, “Now, Mar- 
ilyn, I know that you're particularly modest young 
lady. So take these, go behind the car and substitute 
them for those terrible swim trunks you have on.” 


I tried again, "Oh, Debbie, please don't do this 
to me. You're embarrassing me so." Debbie shot 
back, “look, Marilyn, you should of thought of that 
before you became such a sissy girl. Besides darling, 
really be so embarrassing!" She emphasized each 
word to its full possibilities. 


I took the panties and was electrified with the 
soft cool feeling. The pink cheeks gave me away as 
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Debbie softly said, "Nice...aren't they, Marilyn?” 


I didn't answer. I didn't need to answer. 


I went behind the ¢ar and slipped off my trunks. 
Then taking the lovely pink undergarment, I pulled it 
about my legs and into place. It was a perfect fit and 
I about died with exquisite sensation. 


Returning to Debbie, I was greeted with an exclam-~ 
ation of laughter and praises of joy. “Oh, honey, 
they look just too sweet!" and “Don't you just love 
them, Marilyn?" 


The fire had now been kindled and Debbie went 
about her plans with even greater zeal. Taking the 
matching satin bra, she had me turn around and then 
assisted in slipping it through my arms, about my 
shoulders and with the hooks in back. It was a secure 
feeling-a sense of submission. 


Debbie went for her purse and pulled out 2 silk 
head scarfs. “Marilyn, you're going to have to add a 
bit in front here," pointing to my chest, “but, until 
we've acquired the proper bust pads, these scarves 
will have to do." With that she wound them carefully 
and secured them nicely within the pockets of the bra. 


I looked down, with embarrassment and amazement 
They actually looked like the real things. I was in- 
wardly truly proud. A moment later lovely Debbie 
was holding up her pink nylon satin slip. My eyes 
moved quickly back and forth from the shiny soft mat- 
erial to the lavish lace which generously bordered it. 
It was truly gorgeous. [ had briefly felt its exciting 
touch when I had held it to my body earlier. 


Looking me straight in the eyes with that wicked 
smile on her face, she slowly slipped the beautiful 
garment over my head, through my arms and about my 
body. I shivered as she did so. Knowing better, Deb- 
bie asked, "Are you cold, doll?" 


She stepped back and moved her head about in 
critical glances. At last she smiled broadly. "“Mar- 
ilyn, honest, you've got just about the best figure I'v 
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ever seen. And my things fit you just perfectly!” 1 
mildly protested through reddened cheeks, but I knew-- 
as did Debbie--that I really loved every moment. 


Soon the cute full-skirted dress was fitted to my 
“figure”. I can't tell you how in ecstasy I was as the 
built-in taffeta petticoat rustlied as Debbie moved it 
about to obtain its best effect. 


After placing her shoes on my feet - cute white 3" 
pumps - she had me walk back and forth. I was no 
graceful figure, for the heels were indeed new to me. 
I told myself that I was willing to learn though! Deb- 
bie called to me to again place my arms and fingers 
in a more feminine pose and assisted me in doing so. 
All she could say, as she watched me move about, was, 
“This is wonderful. Simply wonderful!....." 


Grabbing her picnic things, she hopped into the 
car and had me do so too. Then she noticed my hair. 
"Wait a minute. We must fix that too." Having used 
her two head scarves for filling out my bra, she reach- 
ed for a large silk cloth that had been over the picnic 
basket. “This will make a perfect head scarf for you.” 
And with that she quickly folded it and slippedit over 
my hair. 


“Now some makeup." Debbie reached for her pur- 


se. 


"Oh, no, Debbie, that's going too far!" [I told her. 
Determined, she only said, "See here, young lady, 
you're either going to be ultra-feminine, with all the 
accessories, or not! And I say you're going to be all 


girl. Or maybe you'd like to wrestle again?!! This 
was enough; with a sigh I let her proceed. 


She quickly penciled my eyebrows; then lightly 
powdered my face; applied a touch of rouge to both 
cheeks; then the lipstick. I was really beginning to 
feel like a girl. Debbie moved her inirror in front of 
my eyes---I even looked like one! 


I started to cry--with mixed joy and sadness. Deb- 
bie sparked forth quickly, “Marilyn, if you as much 
as smear that makeup one little bit, I'll...I'll take 
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you over my knee, raise that dress and slip and give 
you the spanking of your life on these cute panties--of 
mine!" 


It was terrible. [I could not cry. I could not 
smile or she would know of my real feelings. And yet 
there was no doubt I was in heaven. 


She started the engine. "You know, Marilyn, I 
used to resent having to drive youdout in my car. It 
used to seem so unnatural for a girl to be chauffeuring 
a boy. But now all that has changed. I really don't 
mind at all driving a girl friend!" She meant it, too! 


As we neared Fairsdale, I slid lower and lower in 
my seat. My driver asked me to sit up, but after ris- 
ing slightly, I began to slide back. After all, I did- 
n't want anyone to recognize me. Finally Debbie 
stopped the car and turned to me, “Marilyn, if you 
don't sit up like a good girl, I'm going to make you 


get out and walk home from the center of town.” That 
did it, "Please Debbie,” I cried, “don't do that. 1°11 
do anything you say, but don't do that!” I was pract- 


ically in tears again. 


Debbie seemed satisfied when I sat up again. My 
next move was to slowly pull my head scarf up over 
my face. But Debbie saw me and with a flick of her 
fingers pulled it back even further than it was initially 
She then gave me a pinch through my panties that 
made me shout with pain. She said, "If you don't 
watch yourself, sissy gal, you'll be given the full 
treatment on main street!" She meant it too. 


As we came near the center of town, Debbie seem- 
ed to slow down purposely. She made a point too of 
calling to two of her cute sorority sisters, Carolyn and 
Joanne. They waved back and strained to see who was 
with her in the car. I stayed in my upright position 
but I was mentally under the floor mat! 


"Please Debbie, can't we speed up a little?” I 


asked her. But Debbie was in no hurry. “Marilyn, if 
you think you can make it any faster, you can get out 
and walk." With that she stopped the car. 


(Continued on Pg. 65) 
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he TV Engineer 


by SHEILA 30-B-2 FPR 
@ “Engineering is the Profession in which a knowl- 
edge of the mathematical and natural sciences gained 
by study, experience and practice is applied with judg- 
ment to develop ways to utilize, economically, the 
materials and forces of nature." U.S.Dept. of Health, 
Education and Welfare. 

be OS a] 

Being a member of that large minority of TV's 
who are also engineers of one sort or another, I have 
had to give a good deal of thought as to why this un- 
likely combination appears so frequently. One could 
hardly choose a less lady-like profession. There are 
only 5000 lady engineers reported by the Engineers 
Joint Council to be working in this country at present, 
out of one million total. The only GG engineer I ever 
knew didn't last two years at it, and in war-time at 
that. 


I’m not about to solve this mystery. No one really 
seems to know why a person becomes an engineer, - 
or a TV either. All I can do is to offer a few person- 
al observations and speculations. In my case, the 
choice of profession and the discovery of my feminine 
secondary personality must have occurred within a 
year or so of each other, at about age 13. I'm quite 
sure that neither one caused the other; but I'd hate to 
try to prove that the frightening discovery that I tured 
feminine from time to time didn't influence me to 
choose a way of life that was conspicuously masculine. 
At any rate, that decision was made on the superficial 
basis that my father's engineering friends had a lot of 
fun and were reasonably well paid. 


Actually, the combination has worked out quite 
well. Who else so much as the engineer grows up with 
the full expectation of making his day-dreams come 
true? One song at my college cheerfully offers our 
services to build “a bridge to Mars or a ten-foot shaft 
to Hell." In an atmosphere like that, who would fear 


a little project like raising a secret sister? Our open- 
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minded empiricism, willingness to go ahead on things 
of which no one understands the fundamentals, set us 
apart from the scientists; and our adaptability in mak- 
ing-do with unsuitable materials, antiquated social 
structures and unreliable people is rather frightening 
to the general public. Thus, the engineer inherently 
feels "different" - and this surely makes it easier to 
survive the shock when we realize how really different 
we are becoming as we develop into TV's. It is sad 

to think of the many potentially lovely femme person- 
alities that may be forever locked up in the closed 
minds of conformists. Remember, we see only the sur- 
vivors. 


In addition to open-mindedness, a member of this 
profession has a number of other virtues attractive to 
a growing girl anxious to share his skull with him. We 
move around a lot, usually on some mysterious busi- 
ness totally incomprehensible to the uninitiated; this 
helps a lot on privacy during the secret stage, and in 
meeting other TV‘s after we become more sociable .we 
are also superbly trained in the construction of alibis- 
and, if worst comes to worst, our general reputation 
for eccentricity makes us a little less vulnerable (I 
hope) to the consequences of exposure. Also, the man- 
ual dexterity and ingenuity help; I can hardly visual- 
ize one of us being baffled more than once by a recal- 
citrant back zipper, or by the problem of putting a 15 
inch necklace on a 16-1/2 neck! The engineer is typ- 
ically above average in IQ and creativeness, and these 
qualities help. To us, problems are a hobby as well 
as a business; when we run short of problems we tend 
to invent a few just for fun. Well, the engineer who 
creates a sister finds himself with a real bonanza of 
problems! In addition, I feel sure, most of us have a 
real appreciation of beauty, which is carefully repres- 
sed to conform to the “Masculine Image." Here is a 
chance to create some beauty, and to be a part of it. 
Pygmalion, cutting a woman from cold marble, did it 
the hard way; we at least start with warm, living (and 
very willing) flesh to produce our Galateas. 


The sister, being a mirror image of her brother is 
more than the symbolic sense, shares in all these 


qualities. Once she gets past the “living doll" stage, 
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which may take quite some years plus a little prodding 
from Chevalier, she discovers that she has a perfectly 
good brain too. Usually, it's in brand new condition 
as a result of never having been used, and contains a 
fascinating collection of latent talents which were nev- 
er allowed to develop on the masculine side because 
they were "unmanly." Unsuspected sources of poetry, 
sketching etc. come to light - and Virginia must need 
an over-sized incinerator to handle our combined "“lit- 
erary” output. 


Her functions also include release and relaxation 
from the "push hard" atmosphere of the industrial world 
She offers a touch of soft lights and sweet music to re- 
place the screaming machinery and glaring arcs; soft 
curves for selief from those eternal square metallic 
corners; an excuse to really get rid of that film of 
greasy grime; and refuge from the sort of person who 
keeps phoning up for free advice on the hydrogen com- 
pressor he’s designing for use on the moon. (Of course 
there's no hiding completely; not long ago I stood for 
half an hour in a long black velvet evening gown and 
my tightest shoes, with earrings this long on, direct- 
ing over a 1500 mile phone line the rehabilitation of 
a balky missile system.) 


Regardless of what causes us, TV engineers in gen- 
eral seem to be successful. We not only handle the 
expense, hard work and dangers of this fascinating 
double life, but also do pretty well professionally. 
The TV has an inherent desire to achieve the imposs- 
ible, so this quality makes the TV engineer agressive 
in his profession; and the active imagination is a fert- 
ile ground for the seeds of inventiveness. Perhaps we 
are a little more intuitive than our "“one-headed" com- 
petitors; or perhaps the constant presence of a built- 
in nagging woman keeps us on our toes. On the other 
hand, I really can't recommend that all engineers be- 
come TV's. There must be an easier road to success- 
and anyhow, ‘the supply of TV's probably exceeds the 
demand already. 


A "Practical Nurse" is one who marries a rioh patient! 


The Mujerados Club — 


by Elvira (FE-G-1) 


This club thrived in Buenos Aires until a few years ago, 
when a change in the political regime of the country 
brought about its closure, together with those of a num- 
ber of other " unusual " clubs in a misplaced idea of 
effecting a general “ clean-up." Whether it has gone 
out of existence, or merely been driven underground, I 
do not know, but, knowing how impossible it is to com- 
pel those with TV tendencies to give up their preferred 
mode of living, I rather fancy it must be the latter. 
Should any of your readers living in Argentina, or who 
have visited the country in recent years, have any current 
news on this point, I hope they will write in with the 
latest information. 


The word “mujerado" is Spanish for " effeminised maie", 
winich may indicate the origin of the Club, though, during 
the years I knew of the Mujerados,it was a high-class 
rendezvous for male and female impersonators, both pro- 
iessional and amateur. Further—and this facet of the. 
Latin- American's outlook took a lot of getting used to 
there was equal acceptance of the " straight " trans- 
vestist and of those, shall I say, “with more special - - 
ised tastes." Indeed,during my years in South America, 
I found several of the things which I had always thought 
to be beyond the pale and considered as unacceptable 
perversions, to be openly condoned,so that now I am able 
to accept another's mode of life without frowning upon 
it,even though it is generally condemned by the present- 
day Western civilisation. But I am digressing,. 


The Mujcrados occupied three of the upper floors of a 
palatial block situated on the exclusive Avenida Alvear. 
Tt was an establishment that was kept strictly private, 
being open only to its members and to any friends who 
might be accompanying them. The high joining fee 
was quite beyond my pocket,so that I visited the Club 
only when with one or other of its members with whom 
I had become acquainted. The membership consisted of 
well-to-do ladies who had a predilection for dressing as 
men, affluent males who loved to transform themselves 


for some hours into members of the opposite sex,and a 
number of effeminised youths, together with their in- 
fluential sponsors,some of who were high-ranking figures 
in society. 


Although there was ample dressing room space at the 
Club, many of its members invariably arrived already 
transformed into their assumed role, apart from those 
whom we now call transsexuals, who lived entirely as 
members of the opposite sex. The sponsored youths 
all came into this last category and obviously loved 
their girlish existence and all it entailed. At least 
three of them had undergone the operation at Sao 
Paulo in Brazil, South America's Copenhagen or Casa- 
blanca, and all the others were having regular hormone 
treatmentietc., to make them as feminine as possible. 


The Club quarters included an intimate theater where 
programs were presented which were almost exclusively 
impersonation turns. Performers making a tour of 
South American cities were, when in Bs. As., engaged 
for special late-night shows at the Mujerados, and, apart 
from these, there was always plenty of high-class talent 
in the city and in Rosario and Mar-del-Plata, where 
female-impersonation turns were very popular. In add- 
ition to visiting star performers, the Club had its own 
permanent chorus-girls, who obviously loved their assum- 
ed female role. 


No one not in the know could possibly have guessed that 
this alluring song-and-dance team were really trans- 
formed males,so pretty was their hair and made-up faces 
so feminine their figures,so shapely their nylon-sheathed 
jlimbs and trim feet in high-heeled shoes, and particularly 
so saucy were they in practising the ogling and other 
wiles of the female species out to make a hit with the 
male. These chorus " girls “ were not in the sole employ 
of the Mujerados, working part-time at hair dressing 

and other beauty works. Not so the " commeére ™ and 
the three youths engaged as combined cloak-room girls, 
usherettes and chocolate and cigarette girls, for these 
four worked full-time at the Club, being dressed en femme 
the whole time. What gold-diggers this trio proved to 
be, for, as they mcved among the members, saucily sway- 
ing their broad hips, they knew how to smile cheekily 

at anyone who caughi them round their tiny, corsetted 
waist, or snatched a kiss on their painted lips, or pinched, 
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stroked or caressed some prominent part of their effem- 
inised form, usually resulting in a handsome tip, which 
would be tucked away in their well-formed bosom or 
slipped into the top of a hip-length stocking. And yet, 
although these three so obviously enjoyed their girlish 
existence, they were to my certain knowledge quite 
normal sexually, for I got to know them quite well and 
met the wives of two of them, while the third had a 
real-girl friend, who used to meet him at the ead of 
each evening and go off with him, presumably to his 

or her home. As they left the Club, they looked 

like two close girl friends, the " usherette " looking 
every bit as attractive as his companion, with a sty- 
lish hat on his girlish curls and a figure-revealing 
wrap-around coat emphasizing his figure but being 
short enough to allow his shapely legs to be seen. On 
his hands were dainty gloves, a handbag under one arm 
and his ultra-high heels had been replaced by four inch 
heels as more suited to street wear- 


Another feature of the Club-and in this respect, very 
akin to the prewar Berlin " El Dorado”, which may be 
known to you-was the fact that, on certain days of the 
week, representatives attended at the club premises 
from various of the city's most stylish stores, being 
quite accustomed to measure and fit members for corsets, 
lingerie, frocks, gowns, hats, coats, shoes, etc. Nothing 

but the best was ever seen there,so those establishments 
certainly made quite a sum out of doing all they could 
to satisfy their pseudo-fematle clientele. Beauticians 
were there every day,and three feminist lady-doctors 
were numbered in the Club's membership and were a- 
vailable for consultation and treatment at almost any 
time. Apart from hormone treatment, breast suctioning 
and massaging, the use of expensive depilatories and 
hair removal by electrolysis, ear piercing and eyebrow 
plucking, minor operations were sometimes done to re- 
duce the prominence of an Adam's apple. Also I was 
surprised to learn what a large proportion of the “girls” 
concealed their symbols of their real sex,not by pantie- 
girdles (maybe the climate was too warm!), but by in- 
fibulation, involving the double perforation of the fore- 
skin, the insertion of a gold ring, and then, with the 


organ and its twin appendages turned back between the 
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thigh tops, the whole remained completely out of 
sight by simple expedient of a ribbon threaded through 
the ring and hauled up comfortably tightly to a ring 
in the back of the corset. Even in the flimsiest and 
tightest of nylon panties there was absolutely nothing 
to break the realistic inverted-vee contour, no matter 
froin what position an onlooker might be watching. 
This was undoubtedly a great asset to those who, like 
the chorus girls ", had occasion to reveal their 
legs to the top. To my surprise, they all maintained 
that they felt no discomfort, once they became accus- 
tomed to this form of strapping up. 


" 


One side of transvestism I couldn't help but notice 
there and that was the number of delightfully happy 
FP's who owed their adoption of a female role, whether 
occasional or permanent, to the dominant iniluence 
of a feminist-minded relative. It struck me thai this 
tendency is far more frequently encountered among 
the higher society strata of some South American 
countries than it is in North America or in Europe, 
where such female dominance is rarely met with, 
though, of course, as some novels would have us hbe- 
lieve,it exists behind the scenes, I met with it, 

not only in Argentina, but also in Chile and Brazil, 
but this I would add(and this bears out the romanticist) 
invariably the compulsorily transformed male lias 
ended by loving his imposed femininity. Quite a num- 
ber of members at the Mujerados came into this cata- 
gory, and it was noticeable how ultra-~feminine such 
FP's were, indicating the extent of complete effemi- 
nisation aimed at by the feminist relative, be it wife, 
sister, mother, aunt or cousin. There seemed to ex- 
ist a competitive spirit between these strong-willed 
females, which resulted in their stressing to the ut- 
most the points of femininity they had imposed on 
their Munequita (or "little doll"), as they were often 
referred to. Thus these pretty "girls" were always dres- 
sed and made-up to emphasize their hair, complexion, 
prominent breasts (no pads here!) ultra-slim waist, 
lovely legs and tiny hands and feet, these latter in- 
variably in six-inch pencil heels, and, what was more 
they vied with each other to appear most attractively 
feminine. 
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In this connection I recall so well one very wealthy 
widow whose twin nieces were really twin boys she 
had adopted at the age of ten. They were about 
fifteen when I first saw them-as pretty a pair of twin 
girls as one could wish to see-and how they delighted 
in their assumed femininity and obviously adored their 
“aunt”, who had so changed their life for one of lux- 
ury. Incidentally, I learnt that her husband, who had 
been killed in a motor accident,had been a keen 
transvestist and that she had loved him for his femi- 
ninity. This certainly explained her ardent devotion 
to her "wards" and the extent to which she went to 
assure they became lovely girls. In their twenties 
when I last saw them,they were considering, with 
full consent of their "aunt" to go to Sao Paulo to 
complete their effemination-undoubtedly the right 
course in their case, for the treatment they had under- 
gone had so radically converted them, that they were 
entirely feminine in outlook and had lost all masculine 
interest long since. Many a real girl would have 
loved to have had their long wavy hair,their full 
breasts, their tiny waist and their peach like complexion, 
and no-one could have outshone them in their chic 
clothes,including the highest of heels, on which they 
moved about with an alluring swaying of their big 
hips. They were always a great success in the manne- 
quin parades held at the Club, when the members 
modelled the latest fashions from some of the city's 
best modistes, looking particularly dainty when show- 
ing off pretty lingerie, corsets and tightly-gartered 
sheer nylons and pencil-heeled shoes. 


Such was the Mujerados Club, as I knew it, and I often 
think back nostalgically to those past years, wondering 
what has happened to the Club and its members, who 
had enjoyed to the full the opportunities to transform 
themselves into charming females. Maybe news will 
be forthcoming of its restoration to life, or of the 
establishment of a successor. 
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pO EL: 
“@® Many years of my cross-dressing life went by Sberone 
I learned that medical science had a name for men like 
me---a"transvestite". Learning that I was labeled was 
somewhat of a shock, but as 1 thought about it, the 
realization came with it that if there was such a label, 
then more than just me were addicted to the wearing of 
feminine clothes. Even so, a good many more years 
passed before I admitted my TVism to anyone, or con- 
tacted an understanding fellow TV. 


My life story is similar to that of many another of 
our group. [am the oldest of four sons, and when my 
brothers and I were kids, we played rough and tough in 
all sorts of boys games, and none of us ever dodged a 
fight. In fact, we often went out of our way to start 
one. There was nothing sissy nor feminine aboutus, and 
though my own feminine traits have been strong, I am 
a heterosexual male and have lived a man's life always 
and would not have it any other way. Like the rest of 
our group, I enjoy feminine clothing and the change in 


personality that comes with it, and I hope to go on as 
I am. 


I am now 48, with thinning hair on my head and an 
abundance of it everywhere else. My arms and back are 
tattooed, mementoes of my seagoing career, which I 
followed for many years in ship's engine rooms. That 
career broke up my TV activities, but never smothered 
them, though I was able to dress in my favorite clothes 
only on the rare occasions, with a few exceptions, when 
I was home, 


I do not know exactly why I am a TV, and though 
my truly conscious desires along that line began when I 
was about 14, my Mother used to laughingly tell how 
when I was about four or five I tried to persuade a little 
girl of the same age to exchange clothes with me. Of 
course I don't recail the incident, but it may be some 
indication that the desires are deep-seated. I do know 
that I found myself with the desire for long silk stock- 
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ings and skirts swinging at my knees at about the same 
time I became really interested in girls. As I said, I 
was about 14, but the desire brought shame to my mind, 
I felt unmanly, and resisted the impulse with all my 
might. I wanted a sea-going career, and just could not 
give in to my feminine feelings. This inner conflict of 
mine lasted about a year. | 

The summer that I was 15, I spent two weeks with ii 
some young friends of the family, a married couple wit 
one small daughter. One day, they were forced to drive 
to the near-by city on business and for some reason did- 
n't want me along. They said they were sorry to be cal 
ed upon to leave me alone for the day, but I reassured 
them that I did not mind. After they had driven away 
it didn't take me long to feel bored, and I prowled the | 
house from room to room, arriving eventually at their | 
bedroom. What happened then is impressed forever on 
my memory. 


The young matron had left some of her clothing 
scattered on the bed, and as I stood there looking at 
those things and breathing the lingering scent of per- 
fume, the impulse to dress as a girl swelled up in me 
so strong that I was unable to defeat it. I picked up a 
pair of pink or peach colored bloomers which I remem- 
ber had some kind of flowers appliqued on each leg. 
Off went my male clothing and on for the first time 
went a pair of bloomers. I felt ecstatic, light-headed 
and just plain thrilled. Next I tried a corset, but it 
didn't fit, so I turned to the dresser, rummaged through ' 
it until I found a bra. It also was large, but I keptit | 
on. I followed this with a pair of dark silk stockings | 
(no nylon in 1930!) which I rolled down to my knees in 
the fashion which was far more prevalent then than it 
is now. A slip, a dress and high heels (which were the 
only things too tight for me) completed my first dress- 
up. I stayed in those clothes for several hours and re- 
grettably removed and replaced them when TI felt that I 
could no longer strut through the rooms and avoid dis- 
COVELYs 


When I was home again, the wonderful memory of 
soft and scented clothes would come to me and [I seldom 
fought against the dream. At last I took some money 
which I had earned from my paper route and went to a 
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tore where I was not known and bought two pairs of 
short bloomers and a pair of silk stockings--all for my 
Non-existent sister. At least, I figured, I was avoiding 
$uspicion by saying the things were for my sister, At 

| e five and ten, I bought a pair of roll garters, and 
ook my treasures home. From then on, I wore them 
henever possible. Often I had bloomers under my male 
clothing, and when I could be home alone, I paraded 
around in bloomers and stockings. Soon, I began wear- 
ing Mother's slips, dresses and shoes when I was alone, 
but like all TV's, ever on the alert for someone coming 
home. It's always nerve-wracking. In the years that 
followed, and up until shortly after I passed my 18th 
birthday, I wore feminine clothes whenever I could, 
though never when I had a date with a girl.- That was 
always one time [I stayed strictly in male clothes. 


| 


q 


Mother caught me wearing a pair of her stockings 
one day, and when she asked me why I had them on, I 
gave her some story about just wanting to see how they 
felt. She didn't make me take them off, but as soon as 
I could, I ducked into my bedroom and removed them. 
That brought on the fear that she would find out I was 
wearing her other clothes, so I planned on buying my 
own, but had neither the money nor the nerve to walk 
in and buy dresses. But, I got my wish, for an unexpec- 
ted event brought me a complete outfit of femme cloth- 
es with some to spare. 


The ladies of our church were planning a rummage 

sale, and my Mother was assisting. They were solicit- 
ing everyone to send their unwanted articles, and I was 
Hone of the young men who got the job of collecting the 
various offerings of clothing and assorted white eleph- 
ants that people were giving. Two of the homes at 
' which I had to call were those of well-to-do people 
where the ladies seldom wore any article of clothing 
for long. The boxes I picked up there were filled with 
clothing, and to shorten this story somewhat, I helped 
myself to several slips, assorted undies, stockings, 
shoes and three dresses. The only dress I remember was 
of black velvet. It was my favorite, and I felt luxur- 
‘ious in it. When I finally went to sea, I stowed all 
my clothes away, and seldom wore them again. When 
Mother and Dad sold the house and moved West, they 
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must have found my little cache of femme clothes and 
wondered, but I never heard anything said about it. 


One of my greatest thrills came when I went to a 
high school party dressed as a girl. The idea was sugg- 
ested by a pal of mine, because it was to be a costume 
party, and the business of dressing as girls came up 
after we had thought about and rejected several ideas. 
It was easy for him, for he had a sister a year younger 
and planned on borrowing her clothes. As for me, I 
actually had my own things, but couldn't admit it. So, 
I explained to Mother what we pianned, and sheagreed 
to help me by lending some of her things. Her best 
friend got into the act by lending me a pair of blue 
satin panties with matching bra and helping with my 
makeup. 


On the big night, Mother and her friend handed me 
the clothes, which I took to my bedroom. My brothers 
stood by, laughing and joking, as I put on the bra, 
panties and rolled up stockings to my knees. I had to 
fight to keep from revealing my inner pleasure at being 
able to dress to go out in lovely feminine things. When 
I was dressed, I presented myself to Mother and her 
friend, who then went to work on me with powder, 
rouge, lipstick and eyebrow pencil. They did a bang- 
up job, too, and I was actually a pretty teen-ager whei 
they finished. The only thing they couldn't do much 
with was my hair, but they arranged it in as feminine 
a way as they could, and when my buddy came to the 
door in his sister's clothes, everyone present made a 
big to-do over us while my Dad stood in the background 
and laughed. As we walked to the high school gym, we 
were soon recognized, and took the expected razzing, 
cat-calls and bad jokes from every boy we met. Stran- 
gely, the girls didn't razz us at all, but instead made 
a tremendous fuss, and we were kissed so many times 
that our own lipstick was mingled with the residue of 
all the others. We really had a big time that night, 
but it was not until long, long afterward that I realized 
that my pal was entirely at home and relaxed in his 
sister's clothes, and I thought that in all probability, 
there we were, both of us TV's, but neither adinitting 
it. I wonder if I revealed inyself to him, too, that 
long ago night? Anyway, whenever any talk of the 
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party came up, we never mentioned to each other how 
we had gone to the ball as girls. 


Before another year had gone, I was serving at sea, 
and for a long time had only memories of what I had 
done. However, on my visits home, I managed to get 
dressed a few times. Then, on one occasion while I 
was in New York, I had a date with a girl who suddenly 
thought she would look cute in a sailor's uniform and 
wanted to know if I would let her try it on. I saw the 
chance to get into femme clothes again, so I said it 
would be fine if she would let me wear her clothes. So 
we both cross-dressed, and then for the heck of it, pre- 
tended I was the girl and she was the boy. But, I guess 
one time was enough for her, for she never suggested it 
again, and I was afraid to. From then on, the only 
times I dressed until after I married were when I was 
home on leave. 


For about a year before my marriage, I never so 
much as put on a pair of stockings, but after that, the 
sight of femme pretties so much in evidence around the 


place got the better of me, and whenever iny wife was 
out, I would slip into some of her things, and once, 
when she had gone to a show with a girl friend, I dress- 
ed completely, wearing a skirt, blouse and high heels, 
and slipped out of the house and into the car and went 
for a drive. Of course, it was at night, or I never 
could have done it. Even so, I realized afterward what 
a tremendous chance I had taken and never did that 
again. Like most TV's, I have lived and practiced my 
desires in secrecy and fear. 


My wife knows I am a TV, but does not approve nor 
understand it, which makes it very difficult. Even 
knowing my feelings and desires, she still frequently 
has me shop for her hosiery and underwear, and always 
wants my opinions of her clothes. Her sister also knows 
that I am one of the “indoor sisters", as some one ex- 
pressed it, but she seems to understand and thinks none 
the less of me for it. And, it so happens that my sister- 
in-law loves extra-long nylons, but claimed to be un- 
able to find them in her size, whichis 9. So guess who 
knew where to find the nifty nylons for her? Just little 
old Dorothea, that's who. My life is not made easier 
by my contact with femme clothes not my own, such as 
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when I am called upon to shop, as 1 said, or when at 
times she (my wife) asks me to wash out her nylons or a 
slip. She knows I have quite a few feminine accomplish- 
ments, for I cook, sew a little, clean the house and do 
washing. And, speaking of sewing, not long ago she 
asked me if I would sew a shoulder strap on a slip for 
her, which I did. And yet she objects to my TVism. 
The way I see it, I can be as feminine as all get out in 


some ways, but should never want to wear appropriate 
clothes. 


Speaking of appropriate clothes. When she was 
working days a few years ago and I was on nights and 
the kids were in school, for nearly a year I was in fem- 
me clothes for six hours a day, five days a week. [I 
took care of the house then, and she would never under- 
stand how much I enjoyed it--getting the house work 
done in a house-dress and apron and then changing into 
one of my nice dresses, or a skirt and blouse, and then 


relaxing with a book and music on the stereo. It was 
fun. 


My children, of course, do not know of my TVism, 
and I pray that they never will. I would not want my 
son to be as I have been, and I pray again that he never 
will be. I know too well the guilt, the shame, the 
suffering, the loneliness and the misunderstanding 
which are a part of this life. It took me a long time 
to accept myself, and to understand that I was not the 
only male in the world who liked to enjoy a bit of fem- 
inine living. It is only in the past year that I have ad- 
mitted that I am a TV to anyone, and the first person 
to be told was our admirable editor of this magazine. 
One day soon, I hope to meet a fellow TV right here 
in this city, for I badly need an understanding friend 
with a background similar to my own. 


Coming to the end of this not-so-unusual tale, I 
love extra-long nylons, the full leg type; my admirat- 
ion is about equally divided between pettipants and 
bloomers (I don't care much for briefs); I have a torso | 
bra which is always a thrill to wear, and I prefer a skirt] 
and blouse with long sleeves (to hide the tattoos) toa 
dress. I love high heeled shoes, open at front and 


back. I would love to have a wardrobe far more exten- 
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Mive than I have, including a fur coat, but have to con- 
ent myself with what I now own and am able to wear. 
like to see the results I can obtain with makeup, but 
eldom use it because it takes so lO@ng to remove proper- 
y. I can and do wear jewelry often, and am seldom 
ithout my ankle chain which is usually invisible. Go- 
ng feminine is a marvelous relaxation for me, but, 
aradoxically, it is also stimulating. 


Transvestism brings a sense of loneliness; it fires 
he feelings of guilt; it is often expensive. But, oh, 
y soul, no one but another like myself can appreciate 
ow marvelous it is to magically transfer oneself from 
he drab, workaday male world to a more comfortable 


orld of soft clothing and utter contentment. 
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Where Lies The Answer 
Judy = (4s-£-1) 


Why am I the way I am? 
That question I suppose, 
Has entered every T .V.'‘'s mind 
Whenever doubts arose, 


Why should a man (by nature made) 
Desire woman's dress? 

Which of us the answer knows, 
When experts only guess. 


Each living thing in this, our world, 
The same is true with man, 

Is governed by a Greater Force 
According to His plan. 


So as 1 end this poor attempt, 
I'm sure some heads will nod, 
When I say what I believe, 
The answer's held by God. 
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TV Couples are not 

new to this genere-— 
tuo. “This is a copy 
of an original tintype 
of a relative of one 

of our readers. A 
husband and wife of the 
MeG0ce a Lis. sort of 
thing has been going 

on for a long time 


WHAT A VACATION! FICTION 
HE GOT AWAY FROM IT ALL 
AND SHE SURELY ENJOYED IT. 


FRANKLY 
FRAN ©» 


5-P-4 


The luggage was piled high on the 
back seat of my Chevrolet Convertible 
and I was totally relaxed as I drove down 
the highway en route to the first stop on 
my long anticipated vacation. 


it 

I 

I 

I] 

1! 

I 

"i 

I! 

i As a reward for 8 years of hard work 
it without a vacation, except for an occas- 
Vt ional weekend, the firm which employed 
iW me was giving me a three month vacation. 
i The growing pains of starting a new com- 
hit pany were over and there was now a capa- 
iy ble staff to handie my work load and to 

I allow me this much needed rest. I had ob- 
li jected strenuously when Harry Dorn, one 
“lt of my employers, had told me that I was 
iti to take my accumulated vacation timeat 
hi the end of the week since March was not 
iy the time that I would have selected for a 
i) sightseeing jaunt around the country. How- 
lever work schedules for the future deman- 
1, ded that I either go now, or forget it for 
ian indeterminate period. I decided to go. 


GIES 


The music from the car radio was soft and com- 
forting and blended well with the hum of the tires on 
the road as the car sped me toward my destination. My 
first stop was a summer resort, normally closed during 
this time of year, but open because of a special con- 
vention of an eastern concern. My boss, Harry Dorn, 
had often told me about this resort which he consider- 
ed the best vacation spot in the western states. He, 
and his family, often went there. He had become 
friendly with Vickie Lane, who had been running the 
resort since the death of her husband two years ago, 
and had found her to be a warm and friendly woman. 
I was looking forward to just resting, reading, andin 
general relaxing for a couple of weeks, then after us- 
ing the two weeks just to slow down from the hectic 
pace of business, I planned a drive up the East coast 
to visit some service buddies, then into Canada and 
cross the country finally coming back to California 
via the Toastal Route. 


A glance at the gas gauge toid me the tank was 
almost empty and since it was almost dark and the ar- 
ea wastrather sparsely populated, I decided to stop 
and refuel. “ Fill it up, " I told the attendant, and 
went into the office to buy some cigarettes. The dim- 
ly lit station made it difficult to sign the charge slip 
without straining, but once this was accomplished, [ 
hopped in the driver's seat and drove the last 50 miles 
of unpopulated countryside to Lane's Resort. 


I was surprised to find the main gate to the re- 
sort closed, but opened it and drove through to the 
main building which, much to my astonishment, was 
also dark. At this point J] was wendering if J] had come 
to the right place. I circled the building hoping to 
caich sight of someone but no one was in sight.1 did 
notice lights in a building about 200 yards away and 
as I walked quickly toward it, I could hear the sounds 
of voices coming from a radio or television set. I rang 
the bell and after what seemed like hours an attract- 
ive woman of about 30 years opened the door. She look- 
ed startled to see me standing there. 


“Are you Mrs. Lane?” I inquired." 
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to be other people here even though it is off season.” 
"My God." she exclaimed, "The Convention was can- 
celled, and if you are Frank Mills, I sent you a letter 
informing you that we could not provide for you at this 
time and suggested that you make other arrangements.” 


The light finally dawned on me. I had been so 
busy preparing for this vacation that I had forgotten 
to check my mail before leaving. I identified myself 
as Frank Mills to Mrs. Lane who invited me in while 
we decided what to do under the changed circumstances. 
Over a cup of coffee and while I munched on a cold 
chicken sandwich, she told me that she would like to 
put me up but when the convention was cancelled she 
had discharged her employees and had decided to stay 
in her summer home since she had loaned her apart- 
ment to a friend. 


“Mr. Mills; she said, “Any friend of Harry Dom 
must be a fine person and a gentleman. I would not be 
concerned with the conventions if you were to stay here 
but there would be nothing for you to do all day and 
my light diet would not do at all for an active man 
like yourself.” 


I was inclined to agree with her and asked if I 
might stay the night in the main building of the lodge. 
I told her I was tired from my long drive and would de- 
part in the morning. To this, she readily agreed. Vice 
kie Lane was a most attractive woman She was about 
5'5" tall, weighed about 118 pounds and had a sharp 
figure which must have brought on many whistles from 
the office wolves at one time or another She was 
wearing capris with a matching blue blouse which re- 
vealed curves that were decidely her own Her com- 
plexion was flawless. Apparently she was bored at 
being alone and suggested that I stay in her home un- 
til it was time to retire and we could talk awhile 
Within five minutes we were talking like old, comfort- 
able friends and ran the range of topics from sports to 
politics I had never met anyone with whom I could 
relax so completely as I could with Vickie and I was 
enjoying myself After some time had passed, she 
asked if I minded if she did her nails. “After all, 


even though I will be alone here, I like to look as 
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feminine and as neat as possible. We can still tatk if 
you don't mind " I assured her that I did not mind 
and stretched out on the sofa while she began to work 
on her hands. She made a pretty picture working away, 
seated comfortably on the armchair close by 


I felt a gentle tug on my shoulder and I realiz- 
ed I must have fallen asleep for a short while "Mr. 
Mills, I think it is time that I took you into the Lodge 
so that you can get a night's sleep. You look exhaust- 
edn" 


I staggered to my feet and as my tired eyes be~ 
gan to focus, I saw that my socks were on the floor 
near the couch and as I reached down to pick them up 
I noticed that all my toenails had been painted crim- 
son and my fingernails were matching. I was shocked 
and surprised, but strangely not angry. 


Vickie laughed and said, “You were sleeping so 
soundly, that I thought I would put polish on one of 
your fingernails to see if that would awaken you. Be- 
fore I knew it all ten digits were enameled and still 
you continued to sleep. Don't worry, I'll remove the 
damage with polish remover and you will be good as 
Mew. = 


She left the room and returned in a few minut- 
es. "Mr. Mills,” she said, "There is no polish remov- 
er to be found, but don't be upset, I will locate some- 
thing in the morning. Please don't be angry.” 


What could I say? The convention had been can- 
celled, my trip had to be rescheduled, and now this. 
What else could happen to mar this vacation for me? 
Vickie walked me to my car and the final blow fell! 
My suitcases were missing! Apparently they had been 
stolen when I stopped to refuel my car en route to the 
Lodge. 


Vickie told me not to worry and that she would 
find something for me to sleep in and took me to my 
room in the main building. She brought in some sheets 
and blankets, and told me to make the bed while she 
sought some night clothes for me. No sooner had I fin- 
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ished making the bed when Vickie returned, not with 
the expected pajamas, but instead with a full length 
nylon nightgown in a warm watermelon color and a 
quilted nylon robe both obviously not designed for the 


male of the species. 


"You don't expect me to wear these items, do 
you? I can live with the nail polish overnight, but 
this is too much" 


"Don't be foolish," Vickie replied, "these are 
just nightclothes and much better than sleeping in your 
underwear. No one will know and if it relieves your | 
mind, I will not tell. Give me your clothes after you 

get into your nightclothes, and I will press your trou- 

sers and shirt so that you will leave tomorrow looking 
neater than you do now. When you get up in the morn- 

ing, come down to my house and I will fix you break- 


fast, " 


Feeling a bit foolish, I went into the washroom 

to change. The feel of the nylon gown as it slithered 

down my body was not unpleasant. I put on the nylon 
robe which was a bit tight since I was 5'10" tall and 
weighed about 165 pounds. When Ihanded Vickie my 
clothes, she looked at me in a funny way, but said 
nothing except, "see you at breakfast," and then she 


left the room. 


My new clothes felt soft and pleasant and I 
| could not resist looking in the full length mirror to 
see what I looked like. My painted toe nails peeking 
béneath the hem of my robe amused and delighted me. 
What a soft life women must have I thought, to put up 
with these delights every night.’ I removed the robe, ; 
crawled beneath the sheets feeling strangely elated 
and it was some time before I could fall asleep. When 
I awoke, I washed, put on the robe since it was chilly 
and waited for Vickie to return with my clothes. The 
house phone rang. It was Vickie telling me to hurry 
down to the house and have breakfast with her. She 
was starved and breakfast was almost ready. 


"Vickie," I stammered, “you have my clothes. 
How in the devil can I get down to breakfast without 
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making a fool of myself?" 


"Don't be silly, Frank," she answered. “There 
is no one nearer than 50 miles, the gate is locked, 
and you cannot be seen from there." 


I put on my shoes which did not quite fit my 
"outfit" and as I walked towards Vickie's home I could 
not help observing that I was beginning to enjoy wear- 
ing these feminine clothes. Within a few minutes we 
were enjoying a light breakfast of poached egg, white 
toast lightly buttered, and black coffee. As had happ- 
ened the night before, we were soon engrossed in int- 
eresting conversation to the point that I even forgot 

how I was dressed. 


"You know Frank," she finally said, "I've enjoy- 
| ed having you with me these past few hours and hate to 
} see you leave. Why don't you stay on another day?" 

i] 


| I agreed to stay on since I had not been so re- 
laxed at any time during the past eight hectic years. 
"I just happened to think, what do I do for clothes. 
Remember mine were stolen and I can't wear these all 
day long” 


| "Don't worry," she responded, “Your clothes are 

| pressed and ready for wear. She gave them to me and 
as I changed clothing, I could not understand my re- 
luctance to remove the nightgown and robe. 


We spent the balance of the day talking and 
walking through the resort taking time out only for a 
light lunch. As evening approached neither one of us 
said anything about my leaving. Vickie prepard two 
small filets for dinner and soon we were embroiled in 
| conversation in the wide range of topics we both en- 
joyed,. 


Finally she said, "Why don't you sleep here to- 
hight. There is plenty of room and I can lock the door 


to my room. It seems foolish for you to walk back to 
the resort and spend the evening alone." 


This of course pleased me and we both went to 
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our rooms to prepare to retire for the evening. As I 
attired myself in the gown and robe of last night, a 
warm glow came over me. It was at this point that ] 
noticed J still had the nail polish on my fimers and 
toes. She was dressed in a soft blue waltz length gown 
with matching robe and was a beautiful sight to see as 
she entered the room. 


" Frank," she exclaimed, “I forgot about house- 
slippers for you last night but these should fit" and 
she handed me a pair of mid-heeled mules. 


I put the mules on and said, "I might be abie 
to stand in these but I doubt if I could walk." Soon, 
however, I was walking around the room and had to 
admit that I was getting a thrill out of the new posture 
the mules gave me, and they did make my entire ap- 
pearance more feminine. 


"You know," Vickie said, "I enjoy having you 
here and if it weren’t for the occasional passer-by go- 
ing through here, I would ask you to stay on. However 
I can't damage the reputation of the lodge by having 
a man around when I am here alone. 


I agreed that I liked the idea of staying on, but 
could think of no way in which it could be managed. 
We both remained silent for awhile. Then Vickie jump- 
ed up and shouted, "I've got it!" But I don't want to 
talk about it now. I'll tell you my idea in the morn- 
ing and if you agree with me, we can be together for 
a bit longer.” 


When I awoke in the morning by a tapping on my 
door, I felt a thrill of anticipation. Although Vickie 
had not told me what she had in mind, I suspected and 
was only surprised that I feit no resentment to what I 
knew her idea would be. 


" Frank,” she said, “Get dressed and come down 
for breakfast and I will tell you my plan.” 


With that, she handed me a bindle of clothes 
consisting of panties, half slip, bra, padded inserts, 


waist cinch and a light green shirtwaist dress. 1 looked 
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for my own clothes which were nowhere in sight and 
started to protest her request, but for some reason 
said nothing. Ittook me a few minutes to figure out 
that the waist cinch with the attached garters went un- 
der the panties but from there on the dressing was easy 
As I added on each garment the warm feeling I had 
been experiencing while in feminine apparel came back. 
When I was completely dressed, I looked into the full 
length mirror and was pleasantly surprised. I looked 
pounds lighter with the cinch, and my legs, if they 
had not been so hairy would have been attractive since 
they were shapely and feminine appearing. My face 

of course, left something to be desired. WhenF ent- 
ered the room Vickie whistled, and although I felt 
foolish, I also was content. She could not wait until 
after breakfast to give me the details of her plan. The 
clothes she had given me were from a guest who had 
departed leaving no forwarding address. She explained 
that resorts and hotels often accumulate items in this 
way. 


She brought out a brownette colored wig which 
was fashioned in one of the newer styles explaining 
that this was from materials used for shows during the 
resort season. She also said that she had stayed up 
last night combing and setting the wig for this “big 
day". Although my beard was light, Vickie insisted 
I shave, and I made an incongruous figure doing so, 
dressed as I was. 


" Fran" she said, “I can‘t call you Frank when 
you are dressed as you are now. Let me try the finish- 
ing touches.” 


No sooner was this said then she shoved me into 
a chair, brought out atray of cosmetics and proceeded 
to work on my face. As she applied the pancake to my 
face, I could sense a new excitement within me which 
I could not understand. Then came the eyeshadow, 
eyebrow pencil outlining my brows, mascara to my 
lashes, liquid rouge to my cheeks which she blended 
by again applying the pancake over it. Finally she 
outlined my lips in a bright crimson and filled it in 
with lipstick from the tube. Vickie stepped back to 
admire her creation and seemed pleased. “Fran, " she 
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said, "You look better than lots of women I have seen 

around here. Take a look in the mirror and let me know 
what you think of the new you.” She then put the brown- 
ette wig on my head, arranged it, and directed me to- 
ward the mirror. The picture that I saw of myself was 

startling. Except for posture, the illusion of an attrac- 
tive woman was revealed. If I had not known better, I 

would have believed myself a woman, larger than most 
but still fairly attractive. 


"Fran, this is working out better than [I thought, 
but there is something else we can do to improve this 
new you.éven more, provided you are willing." 


‘What do you mean," I replied, "I think I look 
pretty good for a big man ----erah, I mean--woman." 


“Fran, the hair on your chest shows thru the V- 
neck of your shirtwaist dress and your legs are a bit 
hairy for a woman, don't you think?" 


We agreed, after almost no hesitation on my 
part, to shave these areas after lunch. We had been 
so engrossed in the transformation of Frank to Fran 
that we had skipped breakfast and had not been aware 
of the passage of time. We ate a light lunch of cot- 
tage cheese, fresh fruit, and black coffee since Vickie 
was not a big eater and had not been prepared for a 
guest. I enjoyed the feel of my new clothes and was 
grateful that my makeup hid what I felt must be blush- 
ing from my new friend. After lunch, I removed the 
hair from those parts of my body that showed, donned 
a fresh pair of nylons which [ attached to the garters 
of the waist cinch holding it more firmly in place. 
Vickie presented me with a white pearl choker and 
matching earrings which I put on, and with her dona- 
tion of a pair of green pumps, my transformation was 
complete. I dashed to the mirror and was pleased 
with what I saw. I had not felt so good in eight years. 
I told Vickie that this was the first time I had not 
thought about business for years, nor felt so relaxed. 
I was really enjoying my new personality, and was 
looking forward to spending the next few weeks with 
Vickie. 


The next two weeks were the most heavenlyof 
my life. First Vickie showed me how to apply my own 
4 make-up and how to take care of my wig explaining 
that she had enough to do taking care of herself. Then 
we moved all the clothes of the departed guests, that 
were my size, into my bedroom in addition to the 
clothes and other items that Vickie had purchased in 
town for me. She had made the 70 mile drive twice, 

i first of her own accord to get certain things and then 

at mine since I was developing my own feminine tastes 
in clothes. She taught me many things to help the 
time pass, such as how to walk, sit, talk more softly, 
select accessories, and in general how a lady should 
act. I enjoyed this instruction and could not seem to 
pick up enough information to satisfy me. 


Often during "my education to Fran}' we would 
; take long walks through the grounds both wearing 
flats and capris with gaily colored blouses. We would 
get dressed for dinner both wearing full length formal 
gowns and although our meals were light, they match- 
ed the conversation and I enjoyed getting ready for 
these occasions. At times when Vickie had business to | 
process, I would try on combinations of clothes and 
time passed quickly. 


tt On day Vickie, whohad been altering my clothes 
for more perfect fit, came into my bedroom as I had 
just finished changing from capris into a pink shift 
decorated with large flowers. “Fran" she said, "I j 
think I have a surprise for you. I have been watching | 
you for the past weeks and you seem to be enjoying 
your new role. It is like having a girlfriend or sister 
here with me. You have been an adept pupil and I 
know you do not mind the masquerade. The few service 
people who have seen you have not taken you for any- 
thing but what you appear to be." 


" Fran, I want you to weigh yourself and tell me 
i 


if you've lost any weight." 


This I did and I received another shock. My 
weight, which had been 165 pounds, was now down to 


151. The light diet, more suited to the female of the 
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species , plus our long walks and constant activity, 
had apparently brought this about. 


"I have been taking your clothes in constantly 
and have noticed how much your figure has improved. 
Your waistline is 31 inches and with your waistcinch 
on about 28 or less." Vickie observed. 


At any other time or place, such a loss in weight 
would have been a worry to me but now it was a pleas- 
ure. I secretly made up my mind to try and lose even 

(| more pounds, for now it was an obsession with me to 
try and look as attractive as I could, although I could 
never achieve the size 9, svelte figure that was Vickie"s. 
During one of our many discussions, we had agreed that 
I would spend my full three month vacation with Vickie 
| and would depart just prior to the arrival of the first 
| guests. This would still leave me two weeks of travel 
| and go other places. [I realized now that I did not 
really wish to go, and was in no real hurry to return 
to work. The next month and a half passed quickly. I 
was now down to 1385 pounds and having become more 
adept at padding, had a most attractive figure. I was 
skillful in applying make-up, selecting clothes and ac- 
cessories, and short steps were now a natural part of 
my outward movements. Vickie still kept her bedroom 
door locked at night but we both knew that I would do 
nothing to spoil this pleasant interlude in my life. 


One evening we were listening to her stereo set 
playing selections from "Bye Bye Birdie" and “Flower 
Drum Song." Two songs which I had learned to like 
had just finished, "How Lovely to be a Woman” and 
"I enjoy Being a Girl” when the inevitable happened 
and I found Vickie in my arms. The feel of our bodies 
through the nylon gowns was exhilirating. As her arms 
pressed the material against my back, and our lip- 
sticks blended and the fragrance of our perfumes inter- | 
twined, I received a thrill unlike any experienced be- 
fore. 


I pulled back and apologized to Vickie who did 
not seem displeased. She seemed to anticipate my 
thoughts and said, "Fran, you do not displease me as 
a woman, nor as aman. After all, when I do the bus- 
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iness of the lodge in jeans and flats this does not 
make me less a woman. You are still a man despite 
your apparent liking for things feminine and frankly 
this gives us another common interest to share.™ She 
continued, "I do like you tremendously, and after the 
resort season is over, if you feel as I do, we can dis- 
cuss this situation. But for now, all things considered, 
I think it best that we remain as we have been these 
past weeks, just two good girl friends." 


We agreed to this "status quo" and the final 
weeks passed all too quickly. For the past three months 
I had been a woman in almost every way and was even 
thinking as a woman and with constant practice my 
voice even sounded femine. 


The transformation to Fran had been so success- 
ful that we had dared a shopping expedition into town 
and I spent a portion of my vacation money on more 
feminine frills eventhough I knew that I could not 
take them with me when I left. 


At last the day came, the first guests were to 
arrive the next morning and all during the day, I had 
procrastinated in getting ready for my departure Fin- 
ally I told Vickie, "I will be sorry to leave tomorrow, 
but I don't want to be a source of possible embarrass- 
ment to you, nor cause your business to suffer because 
of a man wearing female clothing and acting feminine 
on the lodge grounds." 


Vickie hesitated a minute, then said, "Fran, I 
know you have accepted yourself as a woman these past 
weeks, but do me a favor and look in the mirror once 
more, then come back and tell me what you see." 


This request was unusual after these many fem- 
inine months but I did as she asked. The mirror gave 
me my answer. As I approached the mirror, it inform- 
ed me that my posture, motions and smoothly gliding 
steps were as feminine as could be. As I continued to 
gaze into the mirror, I realized that no one could 
possibly know that I was not truly a woman. I asked 
myself, as I gazed at my reflection, which of my two 
-selves I truly preferred, Frank or Fran, and my answer 
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to myself was a resounding "Fran!" I expressed these 
thought to Vickie and she did not seem surprised. 


“Fran, why don't you stay the two weeks you 
still have remaining even if there are guests. You 
have schooled yourself so admirably, that I am sure 
that you will enjoymeeting and being with others as 
Fran instead of Frank. Give it a try and if after a day 
you do not feel comfortable, you can leave at once." 


It is difficult to tell how much I enjoyed the 
following two weeks. The resort was more festive and 
when Fran introduced me as her cousin from back East, 
no one questioned it or me. I took over the job of 
hostess in the dining room during meal time and enjoy- 
ed talking with both men and women alike in this role. 
I even enjoyed the mild flirtations of some of the male 
guests who would have been chagrined if the truth had 
been known to them. I doubly enjoyed playing ping- 
pong and volley ball with the guests, since as a man I 
excel at these games, and as Fran I had to hide this 
skill. One evening I took part in a moonlight swim 
in the heated pool and came through with flying cole 
ors thanks to special equipment to help hide my true 
sex, and a proper swimsuit which Vickie gave me.I 
was always pleased when Vickie would tell me that her 
guests thought I was a ‘wonderful woman' and how they 
enjoyed having me at the resort. When I would re- 
ceive compliments from the women guests on my hair- 
do or costume, I would be elated. 


Finally the day of departure could no longer be 
delayed. Vickie and I agreed to meet once the resort 
was closed and to renew our friendship which we both 
now knew would eventually turn into marriage. 


"Fran," she said, “You had better become Frank 
in the morning and return home since you have to be 
at work the following day. The vacation season is 
short and in a few months I will join you back home. 
Try to leave before the guests arise.” 


She then went into her room and brought out my 
clothes. We talked for several hours and we said good- 
bye that evening since I did not want to see her get up 
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in the wee hours of morning just to see me leave. 


....As I drove back to my home, the sound of 
tires running over the roadway was soft and pleasant. 
I had left before Vickie awoke and was wondering what 
she would think if she could see me now. My beige Ital- 
ian Knit suit with brown appliqued Flower on the jack- 
et fit me perfectly. The skirt was lifted slightly above 
my knees to make driving more comfortable and my 
nyloned legs were smooth as silk. The hone pumps were 
comfortable and attractive. My make-up was flawless 
and was a compliment to the teaching of the past mon- 
ths and my long fingernails were perfectly enameled.I[ 
felt perfectly groomed knowing that my slip, bra and 
panties matched the color of my costume and that my 
accessories were in good taste. As I drove down the 
toad my eyes would catch sight of the color of my fing- 
ers and in glancing through the rear view mirror, 1! 
could see that my hairdo was attractive. The clothes 
I had worn when I left to start my vacation were on 
the floor of the trunk. 


There would still be plenty of time to change 
back before going to wofk the next morning and I want- 
ed Fran to stay as long as possible. What a remarka- 
ble vacation - to leave as Frank and return as Fran. 

As for the rest and relaxation I had set owtto achieve 
it had been attained in far greater degree than I would 
have thought possible - simply because after the first 
few days with Vickie, Frank just "went away". He got 
a good rest all right, nobody had disturbed him for 
three long months in that nice quiet closet where Vick- 
ie had put his clothes. 


YI Y IS AIS YE E46 IS YE IG YE SEE 


COVER GIRL 
by sP Hevea lis 2 2= Aa 


A Cover Girl to be, that's me! 

With Bra and heels and finery. 

My hair so long and makeup neat 

For all to see,a really rare treat. 

Now don't laugh girls,it's not so bad 

To be picked to appear on the cover of MAD! 
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(continued from pg. 32) 


My heart all but stopped too. With tears in my 
eyes I said, "I didn't mean it. Honestly! Please dont 
make me walk. I'll be a good.....g-i-r-l..." 


I had said it. How or why I said it, I don't know. 
But I do know that it saved my life - at least for the 
time being. Debbie seemed genuinely pleased. "Well, 
Marilyn, so you finally admit it. All right honey, 
you needn't walk. But understand this. You've had 
your last chance!" 


She went on away and then pulled into a parking 
place practically in the center of the town. "“I'tl 
only be a moment. Don't leave me." With that she 
was out of the car and on her way. 


As if I would leave her! She had taken the keys 
and I wasn't about to get out and walk! Debbie knew 
ite COO. 


Moments later, as I sat there reflecting on all 
that had happened in the past few hours, I noticed 
Carolyn and Joanne coming toward the car. "My gosh, 
I thought. "They must not see me this way.” 


I slid down farther and farther, and I moved the 
head scarf forward as they came within 10 yards of the 
car, 


Joanne could be seen pointing to the car, as if to 
say, “Carolyn, there's Debbie's car. I wonder where 
Ginetsg 


As they came within listening range, Carolyn not- 
iced, “there's that girl that was with her. Let's ask 
her,” ' 


I was terrified. They would surely recognize me. 
I wanted to tell them to "get out of here. Don't come 
near me.” Anything to have them go away. But here | 
they were right by the car. 


Joanne spoke, “excuse me, we were wondering 
where Debbie..." Her words were broken as Carolyn 
looked and pointed down the street. “Here she comes, 
Joanne." 
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A more beautiful announcement I will never hear, 
so long as I live! The two girls broke away from the 
car, excusing themselves, and moved towards Debbie. 
They met her about 10 yards down the street from the 
car. I watched them as they talked, laughed, talked 
some more, and then laughed some more. What were 
they saying. Was Debbie telling them about me? I 
could see them look my way every now and then. 


Suddenly I saw Debbie take them by the arms and 
move them over my way. My relief had been short 
lived. I resigned myself to my fate. 


Debbie made the introduction. "Marilyn, I want 
you to know two sweet girl friends of mine, Joanne and 


Carolyn.” I managed a smile but did not say anything. 


Joanne added, “We almost met you a moment ago. 


But it is nice to have a formal introduction." 1 smiled 
again. 

It was Carolyn's turn. “Debbie tells us that you're 
from out of the city and visiting Fairsdale. You must 
come and visit us while you're here. We'd just love 


to have you!” 


I wanted to shout. “Leave me alone," but only 
managed another smile. My smiles were getting weak- 
er. I thought surely they must know who I[ really was. 
Or was my disguise really that good?.... 


Debbie terminated the conversation. "I'm afraid 
Marilyn is too overcome by you girls. She really is 
asveryis hiy ee inl 


Carolyn concluded, “Debbie, why don't you have 
Marilyn as a guest at our meeting tonight. I know 
the other girls will love her. Besides it will help to 
eliminate her shyness.” 


With that they bid us both good-bye. "I hope 
we'll see you tonight, Marilyn, "J oanne called. 


Debbie came around and got in the car. I had to 
know. "What did you tell them?” “Do they know?” 
"You didn’t : 


Debbie laughed heartily--at me. "You lovely girl. 
Don't you realize that they didn't even know the diff- 
erence....They really think you're a girl friend of 
mine from out of town." 


"Oh" [I said, not knowing whether to be glad or sad. 
Glad that they did not recognize me, but sad..could I 
really look so much like a girl? 


Finally I said, "I'm really sorry Debbie. You were 
truly good to me. You could have told them. And yet 
you didn't!” 


Debbie was touched, but not for long. She patted 
me on the knee. "It's all right, honey, I'm proud to 
have such a cute girl visiting me." Then the next 
blow. “You know, it would be nice to have you as our 
guest tonight.” 


I was shocked. "You can't mean that, Debbie... 
They'll be sure to know." 


"Joanne and Carolyn didn't," Debbie countered. 
“Besides, I think you'd enjoy meeting with us." 


As we moved along in Debbie's car, the thought of 
attending the sorority meeting appealed more and more 
to me. It would be so much fun, I thought; it would 
be so embarrassing and revealing, I realized. “No”, I 
told myself, "it just can't happen!" 


Suddenly I was awakened in my thoughts to realize 
that we were nearing my home. I inquired, "aren't we 
going past your apartment so I can change?” It was a 
foolish question. "Change to what?" Debbie asked, as 
if-she didn't know. “Why, into my own clothes.” I 
paused. "I can't go home this way." The confidence 
in my voice was gone by the time I had finished the 
last word. 


Debbie laughed sarcasticly. "So far as I'm concern- 
ed, you have no clothes but those I've lent you..I do 
have some ridiculous male clothing inthe trunk, but 
those couldn't possible belong to a lovely girl like you." 


"Debbie, please..." I protested. 
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"You can return my dress and lingerie after you get 
home. Just bring them with you to the meeting, or 
wear them if you prefer. Or maybe your sisters will 
lend you some of theirs." 


"Oh no,” I thought, as the words struck home. I 


then told Debbie, "I just can't let my sisters see me 
Tilsee mehpacs)t) 


"Well, Marilyn, you should have thought of that 
before your feminine, sissy traits were so clearly re- 
vealed today." With that Debbie had brought the car 
to a stop in front of our home. I sat there frozen. 


“rhe meeting starts at 8 tonight, but I want you at 
my home at 7. Is that clear?" Debbie wasn't really 
asking; she was telling me! I only nodded my head, 
too frozen to do anything else. 


Debbie warned, “Of course, if you aren't at my 
apartment at 7--not 7:01--it will be very easy for me 
to relate to everyone what fun we had today--with all 
the details, naturally. 


Debbie reached over and again pinched me clear 
through her pink panties. "Now get out. I’ve got to 
get home.” 


I jumped about a foot, hut not toward the door. I 
grasped her hands. "Oh Debbie, do anything to me, 
but don't let me out here. Please, Sally and Sandra 
have been down on me enough lately. Don't make it 
harder for me!!i" I practically was on my knees. 


Debbie's answer was to smile wickedly, pause for 
a moment, then hop from her side of the car. Around 
she came to my side and opened the door. She reached 
for me, still with that smile on her face. I started to 
pull away but was too late. Debbie had me by the 
wrist and, moments later, I was pulled from the car in 
a most unladylike fashion. I sat backward on the grass 
with my skirt and petticoat flying. Debbie then shut 
the door, locking it as she did so. My mouth was open 
and my eyes asked sympathy, but Debbie only waved 
femininely back at me. She sweetly said, "Bye, Mar- 
ilyn, doll. See you soon." In a moment she was in 
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jher car and moving down the street. 


Panic struck me as I realized that Debbie was not 
going to give me any sympathy and help me out of my 
predicament, Here I was, sitting on the grass in front 
of my home, in the late but still daylight hours and... 
dressed in a girl's dress, petticoat, slip, bra, panties 
and shoes. And girl's makeup besides! 


I had to hide, I thought. Sally and Sandra must 


not see me. If I could only sneak into the house and get 


to my room..,sure, that would do it...if I could just 
get to my room. It would be simple. I could quickly 
switch clothes and take the makeup off. Suddenly a 
ridiculous bit of cockiness was back. It was as though 
I had already made it to my room! 


I quickly picked myself up and minced toward the 
side of the house. The plan was to go in the back way, 
slip through the kitchen, up the stairs and into my 
room. 


As I moved along I was terrorized by the further 
thought that the neighbors might have seen what had 
already transpired. If they had, all of the efforts of 
the next few minutes--even if I made it--might be in 
vain. I tossed off this terror to concentrate on the im- 
mediate problem. 


I slipped under each window as I went along the 
side of the house. So far so good. I had reached the 
back corner of the house. 


We had a large yard in back. There were a few 
trees, lovely grass and a number of pieces of furniture 
on the lawn. The back door was perhaps 20 feet from 
the corner of the house. 


I listened carefully to see if anyone was in the kit- 
chen. Then I quickly glanced around the yard. It did- 
n't look or sound like there was anyone in the vicinity. 
Joy filled my heart as I optimistically thought, “Golly, 
maybe everyone is out for the afternoon. 


I was encouraged and moved forward toward the 
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door. Within a few feet of the door, I stepped onto 
the walkway leading to the door. For a moment, the 
click, click of my high heels rang out. Just as quick- 
ly I caught myself, and moved forward on my toes. I 
reached for the door. Were you within 20 miles of 
Fairsdale that day, you would have heard the beat of 
my heart during the next few moments, 


“Hello” came a voice from the yard. I stood 
there, frozen stiff. It sounded like Sally, yet it 
came from the yard and I had looked about the yard.. 
or had I? 


"Can I help you, young lady," the voice came 
again. It was Sally's voice alright! 


I didn't answer but looked slowly around, hoping I 
was hearing things. But no. There was Sally looking 
around from behind her lawn chair. In my haste I had 
not noticed her before. 


Sally rose and said again, "Can I get someone for 
you?" | 


I had to say something and, if I had concentrated 
on it for a week, I couldn't have said anything worse. 
With a high voice, I asked, "Is Sandra in?" The 
moment I said it I could have died. 


Sally looked at me somewhat strangely and then 
smiled and said, "Yes, she is. I'll get her for you.” 
Sally came toward me. 


She was really a beautiful girl, dark, high cheek- 
bones, sturdily-built but definitely feminine. Of my 
two sisters, she had the better sense of humor and us- 
ually saw humor in most any situation. She was two 
years older than me and took a more or less motherly 
interest as well. Still, I always looked up to her and 
usually moved when she asked me to do something. J 

\ 

Sandra was a twin to me in age. However, she had 
progressed faster in school and had already been out a 
year, supporting me, as did Sally. However, Sandra 
seemed to resent this-in fact most everything aboutme, 
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Unlike Sally, she failed to see any humor in me. 
Nothing I did was right. She had often taunted me 
over my "figure". On one occasion she had said I 
looked more like a girl than a boy. And so, of all 
people to ask for, Sandra was about the worst choice. 


Sandra was blonde with lovely flowing tresses. Her 
complexion was beautiful, but she even added to this 
with just the right amount of makeup...She was 5'4” 
tall-my height-and there were many features of Sandra 
that were not unlike my own, These features on Sandra 
made people comment how beautiful she was and what 
a gorgeous figure she had. I must say the comments 
on my features were not so pleasant. 


While these thoughts crossed my mind, “Sally had 
come to within a few feet of me. Smiling pleasantly 
she said, “I'm Sally, Sandra's sister. I don't believe 
I've met you before, although you do look familiar.” 


If she only knew how familiar I was, I thought. I 
managed to stutter, in a high voice, "I'm..M-M-Mar- 


ilyn." It came out almost naturally, but it wasn't 
solving anything! 


"I'm glad to know.. Sally started and then broke 
off. She was looking at me curiously. Then she broke 
out in a big grin, that only Sally was capable of, and 
said, “Merrill, what ARE you doing!!" She had recog- 
nized me. 


She was about killing herself laughing as she said, 
"Where in the world did you get those clothes... Really 
darling, you look simply wonderful! 


I was in tears and on my knees as 1 grasped her 
about the legs and looked up into her face. "Please, 
help me," I said..."I don’t want Sandra to see me 
like this. She wouldn't understand.” 


Looking down at her femininized brother, she 
smilingly said, "Understand? Sandra wouldn't? What 
/about me? Out of a clear blue sky, my brother comes 
home dressed in lovely girl's clothing and perfectly 
madeup--the picture of femininity--and then asks me 
»to get Sandra. I start to get Sandra and suddenly, you 
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don't want her at all...And I'm supposed to understand §& 
all this?" 


She broke off with another laugh, then softly 
placed her hands on my face and lifted me up to her. 
“Just what am I, to understand?” she asked seriously, 
for the first time. 


I couldn't look at her and lowered my eyes, "Well, 
I was just sort of..well,,you might..uh..say..playing 
a game." Sally smiled and raised her eyebrows quest- 
ioningly. I was not convincing. 


“What kind of a game?" she asked, leading me on. 


"Well, I thought it might be..uh..fun..to.." The 
words came hard.."..sort of d-d-d-d-dress up." 


Sally commented, "well, I must say that it looks 
like you are having just all sorts of fun." This time 
she was not convincing. 


Sally then set the stage for further difficulties. 
"I think that Sandy, your twin sister, ought to hear 
about this. I'm sure she'd understand. Besides you 
asked to see her.. Remember?” 


Protesting but not having the strength to combat 
my sister's will, I was led into the house, through the 
kitchen and by the stairway. "Please," I whispered to 
Sally, "don't do this to me." 


My plea was to no avail. It was interrupted by 
Sally's calling upstairs. “Sandra! There's a girl 
friend of yours here.” 


From Sandra's room I heard, "who is it?” 


Sally answered, smiling all the time at me. "It's 
Marilyn.“ 


"Who? Well, never mind, I'll be right down." 
Sandra was obviously not sure who Marilyn was but in- 
tended to find out. 


Sally led me into the living room. Soon I was 
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posed over at the far side of the room. Tears were in 
my eyes as Sally, finding great humor in my plight, 
made sure that my hands and feet were in the most 
feminine pose possible. 


Down the stairs came Sandra, really somewhat 
tomboyishly at heart but nevertheless strictly feminine. 
She was dressed in bright red satin torreador pants, 
cute sissy blouse with peter-pan collar, a wide but 
colorful cinch belt (accentuating her waist), and pat- 
ent leather loafer shoes. Her attire made my own 
seem even more fantastically ridiculous. 


She looked at me, then at Sally, “Marilyn?” she 
asked. My eyes lowered. 


Sally was fighting her emotions, holding back the 
humor that was about to burst forth and spoil the joke. 
But Sandra was too perceptive. 


She came forward wickedly. “Marilyn my eye! 
This is my lovely twin brother, Merrill!" With that 
she struck me across the face a blow that I will never 
forget. It sent me reeling to the floor, my skirt and 
petticoat again revealing everything feminine on me. 


Sally quickly went over to me and assisted me but 
Sandra stayed above me, looking hard and domineering. 
"So my darling brother has finally shown his true chare- 
acter!" Her hands were provocatively on her hips. 

“I always thought you were a big sissy and pansy. Now 
it's clear!" And then with the height of sarcasm, 
“And don't you look just adorably feminine!” 


Sally tried to help a little. “Sandra, I’m sure 
that Merrill can explain or make up this shock to us 
in some way." I nodded my head agreeably, but the 
fire was merely furnished more fuel. 


"You bet he'll make this up to us!" Then pausing, 
“For instance, I have a huge wash to be done and I 
think I know who's going to do it. And when it's done, 
there will be the lovely feminine task of ironing all 
of those pretty things." Turning to Sally she said, 
"Don't you have some too?” 
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Sally was now seeing the humor again and the poss- 
ibilities ahead. “Golly, Sandra, I sure do. Won't it 
be wonderful to have our own maid to help us!” Now 
Sally was laughing again. I was flushed and in tears 
again. 


Sandra had further thoughts, "Won't it be nice too 
to have someone clean the house for us? Remember 


But now with a maid, we won't have to do it at ali.” 


It was now Sally's turn. Enthusiastically she said, 
with a sly wink at her sister, "And won't it be wonder- 
ful to have a cute little girl maid assist with out bath, 
help us put our lingerie, stockings, slip, dress--~every- 
thing--on. What a life of luxury!" 


With that both girls joined in a dance of joy about 
the room, shouting with glee as they anticipated what 
was ahead. Soon Sandra had me on my feet and, much 
against my wishes, had me joining in the dance. My 
heart was not in it! 


Neither were my thoughts in it. For it appeared 
there was much ahead for me. Saliy and Sandra would 
apparently never let me forget my newly acquired place 
in our home. It would be Marilyn, the maid, inter- 
mixed when necessary with Marilyn, their sister. Then 
there was lovely Debbie who was expecting me that 
evening at the sorority meeting. Sally and Sandra 
were members too. The world looked complex indeed, 
But I do know this, it was a world which I secretly 
truly loved. I might protest and rebel at what was in 
store, but I wouldn't really miss it for the world. 


And only a few hours ago, I had started on a pic- 
nic with gorgeous Debbie. It was truly a picnic to 
long remember! 
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BOOK REVIEW 


THE CIRCLE OF SEX, by Gavin Arthur. 86 pp. Availa- 


ble from Chevalier Publications, $2.75. 


<i This little book gives an extraordinarily provoc- 
ative theory of sexual types, which should be of inter- 
est to every TV who has given much thought to her re- 
lationship to the rest of the human race. Readers with 
technical training would be well advised to adopt a 
tolerant attitude towards an unfortunate sprinkling of 
psuedo-scientific words, which have no bearing on the 
main line of the author's discussion. Our large popu- 
lation of electronics engineers will be particularly 
distressed by Mr. Arthur's abuse of "electricity." 


The vital point, and a new one as far as this 
reviewer's reading goes, is a continuous classification 
of all sexual types of personalities, with no gans and 
no bodies left over. This unique approach gives a new 
insight, and a very plausible one, as to why the TV 
feels so remote from those incomprehensible homosex- 
uals, but a natural affinity to the equally deviant (by 
ordinary standards) Lesbians. Our position on the "Cir- 
cle" is an unexpected one; the reader is advised to 
fasten her seat belt before tackling Chapter 11 - but 
the conclusion is logical, plausible, and even helps 
to explain the types of wives we choose. One could 
wish for more detail, but the TV coverage is as good 
as our relative scarcity permits. 


No comprehension is shown of the dual mind 
and personality of the TV; nor is there any clearcut 
space for the Transex ual in this classification. How- 
ever, we may hope that this book will stir up further 
thought which will lead to a complete understanding 
of our special cases. 


Sheila (30-B-2FPE) 
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ATV’s PRAYER 


by JUDY 49-E-1 


Oh God, my Father and sovereign o'er 
land and sea, 

Accept I pray, this humble prayer, I 
offer unto thee. 

Oh Light of Lights, please hear me, 
though thou knowest what [ am, 

A lesser in thy mighty flock, a small 
and frightened lamb. 

I pray to thee, or Father, for guidance 
from thy hand, 

For what thou hast given me my God, is 
hard to understand. 

I've found within my soul a love, for 
woman's way of dress, 

The reason for its placement there I can, 
but only guess. 

I question not thy wisdom Lord, instead [ 
humbly ask, 

What is the reason for my life, what is 
my earthly task? 

What can I do with this rare gift possessed 
by such a few, 

How can I use it wisely, to bring further 
praise to You? 


I know that I am different, my thoughts 
most men deny, 

But still I cannot help but feel that they 
are wrong, not I. 

This other one, which shares my shell, 
wants just to be of use, 

And yet she bears the burden Lord, of 
man's unkind abuse. 

Perversion, such an ugly word, has been 
applied to me, 

My thoughts, desires, not understood — 
perhaps will never be. 


TV's PRAYER (continued) 


It has been said by many that my mind is 
surely ill, 

But I'll accept these trials oh God, if it 
is thy holy will. 

For peace and joy, which fill my soul 
whene're I choose to cross, 

Cannot in truth, which I hold dear, be 
called injurious loss. 

Tis not a loss to feel complete, to have 
contentment reign, 

Within my breast my spirit sings a gentle 
soft refrain. 


Cleanse my soul of shadows, of the deeds 
I've done in shame, 

Guide my hand, Oh God of Love, to bless 
thy holy name. 

Give to me the strength to do, what you 
have deemed I should, 

And lead me Lord, should I grow weak, 
back to the path of good. 

Help me to show to others, that their 
earthly eyes may see, 

That your love will last forever-through 
all eternity. 

Give to them, I pray thee, the peace 
which I have known. 

Conduct them to the land of joy, which 
thou to me hast shown. 

Grant them too, the wonderous stream of 
thy unending grace, 

That they may live within the light 
projected from thy face. 

This is my prayer, my Father, this my 
humble plea, 

That I may be of use, of help, I ask this, 
Lord, of thee. 


MONO? MOWON? OMG? —AOMOn? LOMO? MONG? AMOMGN? LOUGH? <ALONOY 
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“QUSANNA SAYS...” 


=< The Season for parties is over--what a shame! 
The gang blossomed out despite foul weather,icy stre- 
ets and vicious winds...but who cares! A very nice 
get-together at Joan’s in New Jersey was perhaps the 
highlight of the Season along these Eastern shores.... 
Everybody who was anybody in skirts showed up. A 
good number of wives added that gorgeous GG touch to 
the proceedings. One of them arrived carrying a my- 
sterious basket, and within it? A baby! A real, non- 
synthetic, bundle of wonders. Explanation: no baby- 
sitter! How the crowd loved it. The mother said that 
never had a baby enjoyed such a large audience at for- 
mula time. The more daring TV's experienced that 
wonderful sensation of holding a baby in their arms. I 
must say they all knew how to hold it, which shows 
that they either had had babies of their own, or had 
been practicing with a doll at home. The big question 
of the evening was: did the baby read anybody? I thou- 
ght I saw a sardonic grin on the little one's face a coup] 
le of times, followed by a gurgle which had a highly 
suspicious lilt. But again it could have been just part 
of my guilty feelings...(did I say guilty?) The troub- 
le is that I have been hearing and reading too many 
debates on the nature, causes and cure of TVism) 


But let's continue observing this party... Some 
TV's were attracted like a magnet to the sofa where 
all the wives had chosen to sit, in a gesture of self- 
protect’on perhaps, or still better, to give each other 
strength. By sheer accident I am sure, that sofa was 
situated in the most strategic place of the living room-} 
and at times I felt that it was the stage of a large the-¥ 
ater..it was not the GG's who did the watching of the | 
play, but the reverse, they were the actresses and we 
were all watching them--always wondering how they 
felt--desperately trying to guess what thoughts really 
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crossed their minds.. Many chairs were carelessly pla- 
ced in the rest of the room, but somehow they formed 
a semi-circle facing the sofa. Each TV would sit in 
one of the chairs for a while and then get up and wand- 
er toward the kitchen. I'm willing to bet they all had 
one thought: I hope the GG's liked me..was I sitting 
right’? Did I act too feminine? Or did I overdo the 
masculine trying to remind the GG's that, after all, 
I'm a he-man? 


Some of the husbands acted definitely sheepish, 
almost apologetic in front of the GG's. Those who 
came without their wives were definitely more at ease. 
Obviously there is still a lot of guilt left inside. With 
the wife present they seem to be hobbled, they even 
walk with a touch of the sea-faring captain. Their 
voices seem to grow even deeper than normal. It is in- 
teresting to note that when alone, I mean without the 
wife present, the voice goes up a notch and there's 
more of "the lady" showing. 


Other TV's seemed to be scared of the wives 


present. They actually avoided them and after a per- 
functory introduction they removed themselves from 
the magic circle and disappeared inside the kitchen or 
moved around on the periphery of things. Some, who 
are usually good at jokes and good-natured teasing, 
seemed to have suddenly lost their usual nonchalance 
and just sat, talking almost in whispers. 


And the wives? Blessed be their GG-ness. They 
were giving us all a lesson in how to be nice even if 
you don't quite feel up to it. They were dressed with 
taste, gracious in their conversation and observed with- 
out being obvious about it. There was, however, a 
difference between those wives who have become accus- 
tomed to TV gatherings and those who are still new at 
it. The latter were a bit more quiet, more reserved. 

I would have given a great deal to have a mind-record- 
ing machine hooked up near that sofa! I am sure they 
noticed everything..they must have noticed the care- 
less TV who still has to be reminded to sit properly 
when in company at least. They must have noticed 
those who know that black is a slenderizing color and 
those who don't..they must have noticed the TV who 


196 


thinks that lingerie is for GG's only..or the TV who 
lets a cigarette burn a deep hole on a brand new table 
.or sits on a window sill to pose for a picture and 
leaves deep high-heel scratches on a brand new wall... 
Yes, I’m sure they noticed ali these things and more, 
but they were the perfect ladies and did not say any- 
thing or to give any indication that they had noticed 


But back to the TV's themselves.,.it's always 
nice to see old friends again..some have gained weight, 
others have lost some..most of them have improved 
their make-up technique, we certainly learn through 
practice’’. ..and there's always the usual exchange of 
news..have you heard from Jessica? ..It seems that 
everybody got a Christmas card from the gal who's now 
living in foreign lands..and we are pretty sure she 
misses this crowd..where she is, the climate (socially 
speaking) is not conducive to frequent displays of the 
"girl- within." ..And what about Lee? (Cover girl in' 
TVia #15) It seems that Lee has been abstaining lately 
..says she doesn't miss dressing too much..has exchang- 
ed skirts for a motorcycle..although at nightime, night- 
ies still win out over pajamas...We also hear that Anit- 
a is behaving..some say that she has not indulged in 
months..could someone check on this for sure?..And 
of course there is the matter of recent pictures..some 
TV's collect them like mad (most of them I guess)... 
and I've yet to see a TV party without a constant flas- 
hing of bulbs all over the place... 


Did anyone say that women are great gossipers? 
I guess TV's reaffirm that concept..we certainly love 
to gossip..the trouble with gossip is that the original 
story, as it passes from mouth to mouth, becomes a bit 
distorted..and one distortion is added to another..un- 
til the story assumes the proportions of a sensational 
event..for instance, if a TV should be seen at Dr. 
Benjamin's office, his reputation as a normal human 
being is shot to pieces..his presence there immediately 
suggests hormone treatments..the treatments are imme- 
diatly thought to be a preliminary step towards Casa- 
blanca..and before the TV realizes what's happened, 
he'll get a letter from some distant town sweetly in- 
quiring “when is the trip"? ..Woe to the TV who shou- 
should become friendly with some gay impersonators. . 


(we all know some who have)..raised eyebrows here 
and there and a very strong suspicion that there's some- 
thing fishy there..and then we have the Virginia de- 
fenders and the Virginia critics..we must admit that 
she makes a wonderful subject for discussion in every 
TV gathering..I guess Virginia is used to this by now 
and realizes that publicity is always good..things are 
only bad when nobody talks about you.. But for real 
juicy tidbits let me present the very latest I heard.. 
(of course I always add my share of distortion to make 
it even more interesting... 


It seems that a group of our TV friends (ali 
dressed of course} drove to Joan's party. In the car 
there was one GG--the wife of one of the TV's.Joan's 
house is nicely located (if you know how to get there) 
..and despite her directions, the driver of the car (fam- 
ous for his sense of direction in his regular occupation) 
got lost..So, they decide to inquire directions from a 
gas station attendant..the logical thing would have 
been to let the GG do the talking, but the driver of 
the car was feeling in fine voice that night and decid- 
ed to try it out on the gas chap..Reaction? Are you 
fellows from the Village?..(meaning of course Green-' 
wich Village in NY, well known for its gay populatinn) 

..and as a departing shot he added: have fun boys! 
Including in his sweeping gesture even the innocent GG 


And now a confession..a horrible experience in 
the life of yours truly..fortunately there was only one 
witness. If this had happened in front of a crowd, or 
worse still--on a stage--I'd have died! Simply this.. 
Joan (this was the day after the party) was regaling me 
with some marvellous LP music (Spanish)..1 feel the 
urge to dance and start some wiid gyrations..and for 
the first time in my life, a toss of the head sent my 
beautiful hairpiece sailing across the room’: The only 
witness, Joan, swore she'd never tell of this incident.. 
But she is hereby released from the promise obtained 
by a simple threat of murder...I felt as if an invisible 
dentist had in one single motion pulled every tooth in 
my mouth, without anesthesia.... 


More gossip? One of our good friends decided 
to go out one evening. She looks gorgeous when dressed 
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so she shouldn't worry, but, you know how it is. There's 
always that feeling that something may go wrong And 
sure enough, when she returned she discovered that 

she took the wrong key to her house and now she was 
locked out, with nobody in the house. A frantic tele- 
phorz2zcall to a friend who understands locks plus some 
torturous minutes of waiting, finally put an end to the 
tragedy. Slightly worse was the case of another TV who 
was in the habit of taking short walks at night around 
the neizhborhood. She always made sure that she carried 
the two vital keys: one to her upstairs apartment and 
the other that opened the front door that led to the 
street. A night did come in which our friend returned 
home only to find that she had the apartment key, but 
had forgotten the downstairs one. So there she was, 
standing on the sidewalk at midnite unable to get into 
the house. Should she ring the landiady? No, definitely 
not. The sharp eyed lady might read her right away. 
Besides, she would definitely object to opening the 
door to an unknown tenant. 


Our friend's only hope was the arrival of one 
tenant she knew was in the habit of coming home a- 
round 2 AM. He would save the situation. So, our TV 
friend just sat on the steps and waited. The street was 
empty. Not a soul in sight. That was good. But then, 
turning the corner wasthe silovette of a man approach- 
ing with slow measured steps..Could that be the tenant? 
No. He is carrying a stick. It's a policeman:''. The 
TV's heart goes into high gear. Will this be the end 
of the road? Will I spend the night behind bars? Will 
they put me in the men's ward or in the women's ward?” 
Will my picture appear in the papers? This and a mil- | 
lion other questions cross the mind of our most unhap- 
py friend. The policeman's figure is getting closer 
and closer, his bulk has now become gigantic, he blots | 
out the entire street..And then he stops in front of the 
TV. And he speaks. 


"Having trouble lady? Got yourself locked out" 


"A miserable tiny little smile peeks through 


the make up..and then, almost in a whisper: IES 
officer ...but there's a tenant coming home around 2 { 


so he'll open the door. I'll just wait." 
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The officer smiles: "Wouldn't it be better if 
you rang the landlord?" 


"No, no..she's sick..I wouldn't want to wake 
her up..I'll just wait here," our frightened friend re- 
plies. 


“ANE rmchit, (but dont worry. Wiwkdep any eve 
on you." And he moves on, swinging his stick, totally 
unaware of the fact that he had witnessed a tremendous 
emotional storm;-the death and resurrection of a hum- 
an being. After a whole pack of cigarettes, the tenant 
arrived to be received by one of the most effusive 
welcomes anybody was ever given. "You don't know 
how glad I am to see you’! -A final glance down the 
Street still registered the motionless silhouette of the 
policeman standing at the corner, keeping an eye on 
"her". I often wonder if non- TV's ever go through 
such intense emotional experiences. But we never learn 
and some nights later we are right back on our eternal 
quest for adventure. 


Just heard through the grapevine that one of 
our close friends spend 72 hours behind bars in a small 
town somewhere in these United States just because a 
clerk at a drugstore read her while she was courageously 
buying a pack of cigarettes. The clerk phoned the pol- 
ice. Our friend had returned to her hotel room, but 
the success" of her previous outing impelled her to go 
out again. As soon as she hit the street, the arm of 
the law descended upon her. No charge was entered 
against her and she was released after spending some 
of the most uncomfortable and humiliating 72 hours of 
her life. Will this be a lesson») | don't think so. She’ 
will be out again, once the memory of the ordeal wears 
off. We are incorrigible.! 


"Just to show you to what lengths we go, here's 
an ouhen, d Veusicicmtcme. ca. 15, 16 17..46, 47, 48..ouch:’ 


and tears roll down your face. [It hurts, it hurts terri- 
bly, but vanity impels the TV to continue his self- 
inflicted torture. The tweezers gleam in his hknd like 
a midget steel trap...he squeezes and it bites..Each 
hair on the face seems to become thicker and stronger 
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shan the last one you pulled out..you look at the bit 
of black stubble, still held by the tiny jaws of the 
tweezers..and it looks ugly, horribly distorted... like 

a thorn plucked out of some muddy polluted pool... You 
look at its black wiriness and you wonder what infernal 
network of tiny knives is nestling under several layers 
of skin..they are the ones who make us groan in desper- 
ation, When we get back those beautiful color pictures 
we took at our last get-together..the makeup has been 
totally defeated by the penetrating eye of th camera 
Surrounded by all that glory of color sticking out like 
a sore thumb, we see that blue-grey stain emerging 
from our face like a tattoo of doom..It's part of the 
permanent bruise left in our lives by the inner struggle 
between the masculine and the feminine. The tweezers 
seem to be the answer -- at least the best of several 
counterattacks on that imbedded dirt. 


Electrolysis is good, but not always. I is 
terribly expensive and time consuming. It implies lo- 
ads of free time for us to hibernate while the redness 
and the swelling subside. .it implies going without shav- 
ing for one or two days so that the operator will have 
something to get at with her instruments. Unfortunately 
the demands of everyday life make this “not shaving” 
decision almost impossible for the average person who 
goes to business or must meet the public. Moreover,’ 
there's the danger of scars or disfigurement. Some of 
my TV friends who have gone through electrolysis have 
suffered this fate. There are marks left on the skin 
which are not assets to looks. Very few of them have 
emerged unscarred - which means that the percentage 
seems to be against you. 


So we come back to tweezing. If the beard is 
thick and strong and wiry, this is torture, sheer hell 
(depending on your ability to withstand pain). But 
once you get through the first tweezing session, it se- 
ems to be a bit weaker every time you do it and it 
hurts less and less. Needless to say, the trouble and 
agony are amply repaid by the results. Your skin shows 
the benefits, especially if you use a good facial cream 
at night. It is softer than it ever was, and what's most 
thrilling you now need so little make-up!:’. But I must 


leave you for this time--i must go back to twee zing! 
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ES PONS I BILITY 


VIRGIN VIEWS 
by VIRGINIA 


youy yIty 


@ one of our more travelled girls took the above 
shot while traveling through Virginia. I must apol- 
ogize for not marking her name or number on the back 
of the picture so that I could give credit but at the 
time it came in I just took it as a rather amusing 
sign and tucked it away with other photographs not 
intending at the time to make any use of it. Yet the 
more I thought about it the more timely the subject 
seemed to be. 


That is quite an order that slogan, "Stay Bigger 
Than Your Responsibilities, (Life of)Virginia". In 
my case I take that to mean two things: Keep on top 
of your job, keep things rolling and look ahead, and 
secondly, remain big enough emotionally not to let 
petty gripes and criticisms get you down. This latter 
is related to that other famous slogan "Lllegitimus 
Non Carborundum" which, freely translated, means, 
Dont Let the Bastards Grind You Down, Frankly I am 
glad my unremembered friend sent that picture to me 
as I am going to try to make it a New Years Resolu- 
tion to do just these things. But it wont be easy. 
Not that I cant take true and fair criticism, but I'm 
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just human enough to be disappointed a bit and some- 
times, to be real honest, a bit hurt too at some of 
the unjustified gripes, snide remarks, and behind my 
back knife throwing that goes on, 


However I am greatly bolstered when these times 
arisp by the friendly counsel and encouragement of 
the special few amongst you who, realizing that this 
is going on,urge me to ignore it and concentrate on 
the more important matters. I'm human enough to be 
both surprised and wounded by the acts and words of 
various persons, but I'm coming to realize that this 
turning around is a rather usual process with some 
people. I am reminded of the old adage that the best 
‘way to lose a friend is to save him from drowning. 
How true! Anyway from now on I'm going to put that 
out of my sight and heart. I consider that I have 
pretty large responsibilities to you girls in TV-land, 
Not just to those of you I have found or have found 
me, but to probably many times your number who re- 
main to be found. 


Iinot only have the literal responsibility of 
your names on the mailing list and your money that 
is sent in, but the intangible and moral responsib- 
ility I set myself when I first brought TVia out--to 
offer help, not just print something to sell--to 
cousel, not commercialize. TRANSVESTIA and the other 
publications I put out will continue on these same 
lines because for every reader that discontinues be- 
Gause he no longer feels the need or has forgotten 
how it was B.T. (Befé6re Transvestia), there 4 or 5 
brand new recruité who need a helping hand. So thats 
my decision for 1964 and my resolution. What about 
yours. Are you thinking of putting your shoulder to 
the wheel someway? There is much to be done! The 
Foundation could use support both in finances and ; 
project help. I can point the road and I can open 
doors, but there is a real limit to my time and energy 


we ere VLRG TNE 


PRES OP 1 BPP PS) Tele ONS NE Wes 


@ #£PHI PI EPSILON now has quite a few members. Une 
fortunately they are rather widely scattered and only 
in a few places are there enough to make up any kind 
of real group and only in two places has this really 
occured,in Chicago with Beta and in Madison Wisc., 
with Theta. Some who have joined have, after a time 
written and asked, " I joined FPE, what do I do now?" 
Well, unfortunately until enough join in an area and 
someone takes the initiative about arranging a get 
together there is not too much that can be done. At 
the moment I am too swamped to be able to organize 
and operate a national activity from here, by myself. 

However, Fran 49-C-1 FPE, founder of the Theta 
chapter has come up with a real good idea. She would 
like to offer what might be called, associate member 
ship in the Theta chapter,even to those too far away to 
attend meetings. Since Theta is an active group, with 
its own monthly bulletin, and with a real project un- 
derway, such associate membership could provide a 
sense of belonging and a means of helping the work 
of the Foundation even if you are the only FPE for 
several hundred miles around. Of course Theta has 
its monthly dues, but it will be arranged that associate 
members will pay a smaller fee to cover the cost of 
their copy of the bulletin and mailing. So until the 
possibility of a group in your area becomes a reality 
why not take advantage of Theta‘'s kind offer and 
join with them. In unity there is strength. So write 
to Fran thru CONTACT ( no fee will be charged)and 
I will forward it to her. This invitation applies, of 
course to FPE members only. 

Areas where FPE chapters could get going are 
Miami, Hartford Conn., Central New York, San Fran- 
cisco, New Jersey, Detroit, the Washington D.C. and 
Maryland area, and New York City. I hope that some- 
one in each of these areas will undertake the job. 
a 
REMINDER: 1964 FPE dues of$6 are now payable. This 
money goes to the Foundation, not Chevalier. Those 
who are not members of FPE can help with donations. 
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I. DELAYS: Due to my having to go into the hospital 
on Jan. 21, and my spending every available minute dur- 
ing the last week in getting the Mirror, the Clipsheet 
AND this issue of TVia to the printer, I dropped way 
behind on the mail, so please bear with me. After I 

am home and convalescent I can set about putting things 
back together, but there are going to be complications 
for some. I hcpe you will understand. 


II. THANKS TO SO MANY OF YOU: I hope you will all re- 
alize that personal acknowledgement of Xmas cards is 
just impossible, particularly at this time. So for- 
give me if I take this mass means to thanking all of 
you who sent cards to me, I appreciated the thoughts. 


III. CONTACT: It is necessary to remind some that 
letters to be forwarded must NOT be sent to Box 36091 
but to the address given on the Person to Person page. 
Please also remember the unsealed but stamped envel- 
ope. The fee for such mailings is $1 for all please 
remember. Of course CONTACT members have paid in ad- 
vance with their Contact registration. 


IV. FPE APPLICATIONS: I have several applications 
in file which have been accepted but who have not 
paid their fee so that I cannot put them on the active 
list. May I remind all present members that this is 
the first of the. year again and '64 dues of $6 are in 
order. You will all receive a report of activities 
and expenses during the past year. This I will be 
working on during my convalescence. 


V. FANTASIA: Several issues ago I mentioned the poss= 
ibility of getting some back issues of FANTASIA for 
those that were interested. Those that responded 
promptly got what they asked for, but since that time 
the supply has been exhausted, so dont write for more. 
I believe I have notified all those that had orders 
pending, Those that had paid have a credit coming on 
something else if they will let me know what they want, 
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VI. TALENT SEARCH: In #24 I asked those who had some 
particular talents and abilities that could help out 

to put them on a 3x 5 card and send them along. I am 
disappointed at the few who have done so. I hoffe you 
will take this reminder to heart and do so now. Par- 
ticularly I'm interested in those whe could take a reg- 
ular newspaper cartoon and redraw it in such a way as 
to retain the applicability of the suggested caption 
while making it different enough so that plagiarism 


pcould not be charged. There is a lot of humour in our 


lives and I think a TV slanted cartoon book would be 


| well worth while. Certainly original cartoons are the 


best and I solicit all you can draw, they are not al- 
ways easy to conceive of. So if we can get ideas from 


) cartoons already drawn for other purposes and adapt 


them to the TV slant we would have an unlimited supply. 


VII. PLUG FOR LITTLE SISTERS: MTRANSVESTIA is natur- 
ally the backbone of Chevalier's activities, but in 
response to demands for something more frequently than 


2 months and because there isnt room in TVia for every- 
thing, the FEMMEMIRROR, CLIPSHEET AND TV TALES were 
started. Each fills its own niche in the scheme of 


| things. However many of you think only in terms of 


E 


TVia. I strongly solicit your subscriptions to the 
FEMMEMIRROR, not for financial reasons, but because 
here is a means of "talking" to your sisters on all 


(kinds of things. It provides much outlet to those 


who contribute and much particpation to those who read, 
The Mirror is a publication of participation, a forum, 


f a gossip sheet, an informal way of exchanging views, 
P ideas and comments. At only $1 per issue or 12 for 
| $10 on a yearly basis it is not expensive and really 
| provides a personal outlet to those who support it. 


} 


The first issue of TV TALES is all gone so some 


of those who decided late that they wanted it have been 


disappointed. But #2 is now available and if you want 


Wto get it you had best do so. I dont print nearly as 


many of these as of TVia. The Clipsheet is still going 
too, with #15 out this month. So those who have not 


‘looked into the other publications might well do so 


particularly with the savings of the group subscription. 
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Penson’ Vor Person 
FPE OR CONTACT MEMBERS ONLY 


NOTICE: Use of the "Person to Person" column is lim- 
ited to members of FPE and to those willing to fill out 
a personal information form which will be sent on re- 
guest. Address all answers to adds appearing here to: 
"CONTACT" 4924 W. Pico Blvd. Los Angeles 19, Calif. 


51-W-2 FPE.TV, 25, love to write and meet others also 
undrstndg.woman. D.C., Md. & Va. MICHEL 


Q-M-1 FPE TV, mid=40s, married to misundrstng wife 
Like hear from Florida TV's, will answer 
all letters. Intrstd corsets, heels SHARON 


TV with undrstng wife like corres. & meet 

others in Ireland, Great Britain ALGA 
ee ee ee ee Oe 

PERSONAL NOTICE 

DEAR E.C.0. Thanks for submitting the story but I do 
not believo it quite fits in with the type of material 
we like to print. I will hold it for return to you 
upon receipt of your addréss, Sincerely, VP, Editor, — 
ee ee 
PRIVATE MAIL ADDRESS for forwarding your mail, For in- 
formation write HEDGEPETH 406 So. 2nd Alhambra, Calif 


ORIGINAL TRANSVESTIAS~-If there is no price list on 

the opposite page this is a pirated copy. Order di- | 
rectly from publisher, it is cheaper. $4 per copy. | 
Chevalier Publications Box 36091 Los Angeles 36, Calif, 


"COMMUNIQUE"=—A very open minded little publication by 


which you can meet all types. TV ads are acceptable 
For information write Communique, Pacifica, Calif. 


WIGS DRESSED $8 Ann Rea 1008 N. Gardner L.A. 28, Calif, 
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DESCRIPTIVE PRICE LIST 
[a EE 


“TRANSVESTIA"...A magazine written by, for, and 
about men with a “Feeling for the Feminine". Pub- 
lished Ist. of even-numbered months at $4 copy. Back 
issues from #8 on available at reduced rate of 6 issues 
for $20. 

"FEMMEMIRROR"...A 16 page Newsletter and gossip 
sheet privately circulated. Publiched 15th of each 
month at $1 copy. Yearly subscription 12 for $10. 


"CLIPSHEET"...News of transvestism and imperson- 
ation around the world. Clippings sent in by readers 
for scrapbook use. Published 4 times a year at $1.50. 
Yearly subscription $5. 

"TV-TALES OF FEMME FICTION"...16 page short stor- 
ies with Transvestic themes. Published 4 times a year 
at $1.50. Yearly subscription $5. 

NOTE:--Back issues of Mirror and Clipsheet are avail- 
able, reduced to 6 issues $3. Order may be mixed, 


GROUP SUBSCRIPTION...6 issues TVia, 12 Mirrors, 4 
Clipsheets and 4 TV-Tales $40. Bought separately $48. 


Separate Books 


"THE TRANSVESTITE AND HIS WIFE...A discussion 
from both points of view...includes 26 pages of let- 
ters from understanding wives. Written simply, fairly 
and directly to help wfves and parents understand...$8. 


FATED FOR FEMININITY"...Fascinating story of a high 
school boy who wants to be cheer leader and ends up as 
Beauty Queen and eventually bride of a beautiful giri. 
Illustrated, 90 pages... Susie sete 

"IT AM A MALE ACTRESS"...Reporter impersonated a 
star makes hit, gets contract, becomes actress marries 
female star, they live as sisters Illus. 100 pages... $5. 
"THE SCARCITY OF NURSES AND OTHER STORIES...A 
collection of 5 stories involving transvestism. Illus- 
CRATE Wikis IIaCle Stat. ceases + cuchencacus cosy ceemenemmeners 

"REVERSE SEX",..Complete and authorized autobio- 
graphy of famous Parisian personality--Coccinelle. 

120 pages of story, 64 pages of pictures dressed and 
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undressed to show remarkable conversion. Imported 
friomy ERG lia nidk Ak A «cee eehseete sie) ei keeelene lke: + 2 oie $3. 


“CUSTOM MADE DRESSES FOR TRANSVESTITES"... Cata- 
log #2 Dresses, skirts, blouses, lounge wear, lingerie. 

Made to your measure. Full instructions for you to 

INC ASE SWONESE Ik o A's satlensme clot Mere cuteses shes ssc cHe as sc bili 


WIG-WISDOM"...Leaflet giving details of types, costs 
styling, care, measuring for mail order etc...... $1. 
Merchandise 
SPECIAL BRA...with inflatable plastic inserts.... $5. 
ELE Kl 2<2 hon ti Wing sunSerts...te. dows soliee cate $o. 
These two items together make possible a very nat- 
ural bustline for weight, softness, "bounce" etc. A 
MUST for good impersonation. Complete instructions 
for making and filling jelly, making cleavage etc. 


WIG BLOCKS...Plastic. Necessary for wig care... $5. 
CLAMP...For wig blocks, Tilts and clamps 


ORDER BLANK---Please tear out and use. 


To Chevalier Publications 
Box 36091 Los Angeles 36, California 


Address _ 


City State is. 


I enclose $ . Please send me the following 


in a plain sealed envelope via Ist Class Mail. 


Publication Policy 


TRANSVESTIA is made up primarily of material sub- 
mitted by its readers. Case histories, true experien- 
ces, fictional stories, articles of opinion, poems and 
pictures are welcome. The greater the variety the 
more interesting the magazine will be. Material is 
solicted on the following basis: 


1. Most material submitted is offered without expec- 
tation of compensation-for the benefit of all. 
2. However, fiction, true experiences and articles 
running 10 printed pages or more will be compensated 
at the rate of $1 per page. This does not apply to 
short subjects, case histories, letters and the like. 
This payment is not large, but is offered to encourage 
authorship. 
3. Material submitted wil! not be returned unless re- 
quested and stamped envelope provided. 
4. The Editor reserves the right to be sole judge of 
what material shall be printed and to edit, alter, de- 
lete or refuse material when it is deemed in the best 
interests of the magazine. Off-color material and 
pictures will not be published and there fore should 
not be submitted. 
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PERSON TO PERSON ADS AND REPLIES 


To protect the magazine and its subscribers from 
the careless, thoughtless or foolish acts of a few it is 
necessary to limit this service to those who have been 
screened. If you wish to use it ask for the free per- 
sonal information form. Returned with $5 registration 
fee. If accepted this $5 becomes advance payment for 
ads ($2 ea.) or answers: ($1) at regular rates. Members 
of PHI PI EPSILON need no further application and ad- 
vertise or reply to ads at regular rates of $2 and $1 

BSLERRRESCHET 
All material intended for remailing MUST be sent to: 
CONTACT at 4924 W. Pico Blvd. Los Angeles 19, Calif. 


GOODS AND SERVICES ADS also accepted, rates on requ 
est. 
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